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Enter  King  Richard  >  Iohn  of 
Gaunt  >  with  other  Nobles  and 
Attendants. 

King  Richard. 

Lde  Iohn  of  Gaunt,  time  honoured  Lanc*fter> 
Haft  thou  according  to  thy  oth  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Herford  thy  bold  fen, 
Hereto  make  good  tne  boiftrous  late  appeal 
Which  then  our  leifore  wold  notletvs  here, 
AgainfttheDukeof  Norfolke,  Tho\  M<n*m 
Gaunt.  Ihauemy  Liege, 
King.  Teilmemoreouer,  haft  thou  founded  him 
If  he  appeale  the  Duke  on  ancient*malicc, 
Or  worthily*  as  agoodfubie&fliould, 
On  feme  knowne  ground  oftreachcrie  in  him } 

Go****  Asneare  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  ton  apparant  danger  feene  in  him, 
Aimde  «t  your  Highnetfe-,  no  inueter ate  malice. 

ifrmr,  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  face  to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow  our  felues  will  heare 
The  accufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpcake ; 
Hie  ftomackt  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage,  deafe  as  the  fea3  haftic  as  frc. 

Enter  TSullingbroke^  and  Mmbray* 


Bulling.  Many  yearesof  happie  daies  befall 
My  gracious  Soueraigne,  my  mo  ft  iouing  Liege, 

A  z  Mm. 


Mm.  Each  day  ft  ill  better  others  happine&> 

Vntill  the  Heauensenuy  ing  Earths  good  happ% 
Adde  in  immortall  title  to  your  Crowne. 

King.  We  thanke  you  both :  yet  one  but  flatters  rz, 
As  weliappeareth  hy  thecaufeyou  come*, 
Namely,  to  appeaie-each  other  of  high  treafon. 
Coofm  of  Hereford^  whatdqil  thou  obieft  . 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolke  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

BuL  Firft  (heauen  be  the  record  to  my  fpcech) 
In  the  deuotion  of  a  Subie&s  loue, 
Tendring  theprecious  fafety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  misbegotten  hate, 
Comclappcallanttothis  Princely  prefence, 
JMow  Thomas  Mowbray ,do  I  turne  to  thee  5 
And  marke  my  greeting  well :  for  what  I  fpeake* 
My  body  lhallmake  good  vpon  this  earthy 
Or  my  diuinc  foule  anlwere  it  in  heauen. 
Thou  art  a  Traitour,  and  a  mifcreant  j 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  liue  ; 
Since  the  more  faire  and  chriftall  is  theskie* 
The  vglier  feeme  the  clouds  that  in  it  flie. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  agrauate  the  note* 
With  a  foulc  traitors  name  ftuffe  I  thy  throate. 
And  wifh  (fo  pleafe  my  5oueraigne)  ere  I  moue* 
What  my  tong  fpeaks, my  right  drawnefword  may  prouc* 

Mow.  Let  not  my  cold  words  hereaccufe  my  ze^?* 
Tis  not  the  triall  of  a  womans  warrc, 
The  bitter  clamor  of  two  eager  tongues* 
Can  arbitrate  this  cauie  betwixt  vs  twaine 
The  blood  is  hot  that  muft  becoold  for  this* 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft> 
As  to  be  huftit  and  sought  at  allto  fay* 
Firft  the  faire  reuerence  of  your  highneffe  curbs  me> 
From  giuing  reynes  andfpurs  to  my  free  fpecch; 
Which  elfe  would  poft  vntill  it  had  returnd 
Thefe  tearmes  of  treafon  doubled  downe  his  throaty 
Setting  afide  his  high  bloods  royalty:. 
And  iethim  be  no&infinan  to  my  Liege^ 


Richard  the  Second. 

I  doc  defiehim,apd  (pit  at  him; 
Call  him  a  flaunderous  Coward  and  a  Villained 
Which  tomamtaine,  I  would  allow  him  ods* 
And  meete  him,  were  I  tide  to  runne  a  f  oote^ 
Euen  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alpes, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable, 
Where  euerEngliih  man  durft  fet  his  foote*. 
Meant  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyaltie,  ) 
By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

Bui.  Pale  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage^ 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a.king, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  bloods  royalties 
Which  fearcjiiot  reuerence  makes  thee  to  exespfc 
If  guiltie  dread  haue  left  thee  fo  much  ftrerigth, 
As  to  take  vp  mine  honors  pawne,  then  ftoope  * 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  Knighthood  elfe, 
WiU  I  makegood  againft  thee  arme  to  arme, 
Whatlhauefpoke,  or  what  thou  canft  deuife. 

Mow.  I  take  it  vp,  and  by  that  Sword  I Sweare, 
Which  gently  laidmy  Knighthood  on  ray  ihouldor, 
Ileanfweretheein  any  faire  degree: 
Or  chiualrous  defigne  of  Knightly  trial). 
And  when  I  mount  aline,  aliue  may  I  not  lights 
}f  IbetraitouTjOr  vniuftly  fight. 

King.  What  doth  ourCoofm  lay  to  Mowbtaies  charge? 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inheri  t  vs* 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

HuL  Looke  what  I  laid,  my  life  ihall  prooue  it  true3 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiud  eight  thoufand.  Nobles, 
In  name  of  tendings,  for  your  Highneile  Souldiours  i 
The  which  he  hath  detaindfbr  leawd  imployments, 
Like  afalfeTraitour  and  iniurious  Villained 
Befides  I  fay,  and  will  in  battaile  prooue, 
Or  heere,  or  elfe  where,  to  the  furtheft  Verge 
That  euer  wasfurueyed  by  Engliiheye, 
That  all  the  treafonsfor  thefe  Eighteene  yeares  f 
Complotted  and  coatnued  in  this  L<md, 
Ectcht  from  falfe  Mowbray,  their  hrft  head  and  fpring  * 
  A  %  ?^to 
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Further  I  fayJ  and  further  will  maintaine, 

Vpon  his  badlife  to  make  all  this  good, 

That  he  did  glottcthe Duke  of  Giofters  death, 

Suggefthisfoonebeleeuingaduerfaries, 

And  confequently  likea  Traitour  Coward, 

Sluc'te  out  his  innocent  foule  through  ft  rcames  of  blood. 

Which  blood,Ukc  facrificing  cries, 

Euen  from  the  tongucleire  Cauerns  of  the  earth, 

To  me  for  iufticc,  and  rough  chart  ifement : 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  difcent, 

This  arme  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

King*  How  high  a  pitch  his  rcfoluaion  foares : 

Thomas  of  Norfolkc,  what  fay  ft  thou  to  this  i 

Mow.  Oh  let  my  Soueraigne  turne  away  his  face*. . 
And  bid  his  cares  a  little  while  be  deafe, 

Till  I  haue  told  this  (launder  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hatefo  foule  alyer. 

King.  Mowbray, impartiall  arc  our  eyes  and  eares  j 
Were  he  my  Brother j  nay,  my  kingdomes  Heire, 
As  he  is  but  my  fathers  brothers  Sonne, 
Now  by  Scepters  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  neerenes  to  otir  facred  blood, 
Should  nothing  priuiledge  him,  nor  partializc 
The  vnftooping  firmeneire  of  my  vprigbt  foule ; 
He  is  ourfubieft  Mowbray,  To  art  thou, 
Free  fpeech  and  feareleire  I  to  thee  allow, 

(J^foTP.  Then  Bnllingbrookc^  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  falfe  paftage  of  thy^  throat  thou  lieft : 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Callice, 
Disburft  I  to  his  highneiFe  Souldiers  5 
The  other  part  referu\i  h  by  confent, 
For  that  my  Soueraigne  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Vpon  remainder  bf  a  deere  account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queene : 
Now  fwallow  downe  that  lie.  For  Glocefters  death ; 
I  Hew  him  not,  but  to  mineowne  difgrace 
Negleftcd  my  fworne  duty  in  that  cafe  : 
For  you  my  noble  Lord  of  Lancafter, 


Jtidarcltfo  Stands 

The  honourable  Father  to  my  foe, 

Once  did  1  lay  an  asubuOi  for  your  life } 

A  trefpafle  that  doth  vexe  ray  grieued  joules 

Ah,  but  ere  1  lad  receiu  d  the  Sacrament , 

I  did  confede  it,  and  exa&ly  begd 

Your  Graces  pardon?  and  1  hope  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault  $  as  for  the  reft  appeald, 

It  iilucs  from  the  rancour  of  a  Villaine, 

A  recreant  and  mod  degenerate  Traitour§ 

Which  in  my  felfe  I  boldly  will  defend, 

Andcntcrchangcably  hurle  downe  the  gage, 

Vpon  this  ouerweening  Traitors  foot  c, 

To  prooue  my  felfe  a  loy all  Gentleman, 

Euen  in  the  bed  blood  chambrcd  in  your  bofome  $ 

In  haft  whereof,  moft  hardly  I  pray 

Yourhighneiletoaffigneour  triallday* 

King.  Wrath  kindled  Gentleman,  be  ruled  by  me, 

Lets  pvrgethischoler without  letting  bloud,' 

This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  Phifition 

Deepe  malice  makes  too  decpe  incifion,^ 

Forget,  forgiuej  conclude,  and  be  agreed, 

Our  Do&ors  fay,  this  is  no  month  tobleed: 

Good  Vnckle, let  thisend  where  it  begunne} 

Week  calme  the  Duke  of  Norfoike>you  your  fonne. 
Gaunt,  To  be  a  make-peace,  (hall  become  my  age : 

Throw  downe  (my  fonne)  the  Duke  of  Norfolks  gage* 
King.  And  Norfolkc,  throw  downe  his, 
gaunt.  When  H*m^,  when?  ohedience  bids, 

Obedience  bids  I  (hould  not  bid  againc; 
King.  Norfotkgy  throw  downe  we  6id,  there  is  ho  boote* 
Mem.  My  felfe  I  throw  (dread  foueraigne^  at  thy  foote 

My  life  thou  fliak  commaund,  but  not  my  Ibame  t 

Theonemy  dutieowes  5  but  my  fairename, 

Defpight  of  death  that  liuesvpon  my  graue, 

To  darke  Diftionors  vfe,  thou  (halt not  haue  t 

I  am  difgraft,  impeacht,  and  baffuld  heere  5 

Pier  ft  to  the  foule  with  flaunders.venomdfpearc^ 

The  whichaobalmc  can  cutc,hut  his  heart  blood 

Which* 
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Which  breath d  this  poyfon. 

King.  Ragemuft  bewithftood : 
Giue  me  his  gagc$  Lions  make  Leopara^  tome* 
Mowb.  Yea*  but  not  change  hioTporsjtakebunriyfliarne 
^Vnd  1  refigne  my  gage,  my  v  earcccare  Lord. 
The  purelc  treafure  mortall  times  affoord, 
Is  (potletfe  reputation,  that  away  * 
Men  are  but  guildedloame,  and  painted  Clay  i 
A  iewell  in  a  tenne  times  bard  vp  Cheft, 
Is  a  bold  Spiritin  aloyall  Breaft. 
Mine  Honouris  my  life,  both  grow  in  one$ 
Take  honour  from  mc>  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then  (deare  my  Liege)  mine  Honour  let  me  try, 
In  that  I  liue,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

King*  Coofin,  throw  vp  your  gage}  do  you  begin. 

BhIU  O  God  defend  my  foule  from  fuch  deepe  finney 
Shall  Ifccme  Creft-fallen  in  my  fathers  fight  i 
Or  with  pale  begger-fara  impeach  my  hight, 
Before  tnis  out-dardedaftardi  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  my  Honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong* 
Or  (bund  fo  baec  a  p  ar  lee,  my  teeth  fhall  tearc 
The  flftuifh  motiue  of  recanting  feare, 
Andfpit  it  bieedingin  bis  high  difgrace* 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,,  euen  in  Mowbraies  face* 

King.  Wc  were  not  borne  to  fue,  but  to  command} 
VVhicWincc  we  cannot  doe,  to  make  you  friends^ 
Be  ready  (as your  lifelhali  aniwere  it) 
At  Qouentrievpon  StintLambards  day : 
There  (hall your  Swords  andlaunces  arbitrate 
The  fwclling  difference  of  your  fetlcd  hate ; 
Since wecannot  attbne  y ou>  you  (hall  fee 
Iuftice  defigne  the  Vi  ftors  chiualric  i 
Lord  Mar&all,  command  our  Officers  at  Amies, 
Be  readie  to  direft  thefe  homeall  armcs.  Exit* 

Enter  hhnvf  Gaunt, mth  the  Dvtchejfc  of  Glocefter* 
Gaunt.  Aias,the  parti  had  in  Woodftocks  blood, 
Dothmoig  folicitcme;ttenyour«cclaiaiesi  _ 


To  ftirre  againft  the  Butchers  of  his  life* 
But  fincc  corre&ioniyeth  in  thofe  handes* 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  corre^ 
Put  wee  our  quarrell  to  the  will  of  heauen  ,5 
Who  when  they  fee  the  bower's  ripe  on  earthy 
Will  raine  hot  vengeance  on  offenders  header 

Dntchcffe*  Finds  Brotherhood  in  thee  no  (harper  fpur 
Hathlouein  thy  old  blood  noliuing  fire/ 
Edwards feauen  Sonnes,  whereof  thy  felfe  art  one, 
Were  feauen  Viols  of  his  facred  blood, 
Or  feauen  faire  branches  fpringingfrom  one  rootc : 
Some  of  thofefeauen  are  dryed  by  Natures  courfe.j 
Some  of  thofe  Branches  by  the  Defteniescut :  % 
But  Thomas  my  d care  Lord,  my  life,  my  Glocefier^ 
One  Violl  full  of  Edwards  facred  blood, 
One  flouriOiing  Branch  of  his  moft  Roy  all  rootc 
Is  cradl>and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt, 
Is  hackt  downe,  and  his  Summer  leaucsall  faded 
By  Envies  hand,  and  Murders  bloodieaxe* 
Ah  Gaunt,  his  blood  was  thine,  that  bed,  that  wombc, 
That  metull,  that  felfe  mould  that  fafhioned  thee, 
Made  hima  man:  and  though  thou  liuefl  and  breathcft5 
Yet  art  thou  flaine  in  him  $  thou  doft  confent 
In  fome  large  meafureto  thy  Fathers  death, 
In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  Brother  die, 
Who  was  the  modell  of  thy  Fathers  life ; 
Call  it  not  Patience, Gaunt,  it  is  Difpairc, 
In  fuffenngthusthy  Brother  tobeilaughtFcd; 
Thou  (hewed  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  fterne  Murder  how  to  butcher  thee : 
That  which  in  meanemen  we  intitlc  Patience* 
Is  pale  cold  Cowardice  in  Noble  breaftes. 
What  (hall  Ifay  ?  tofafegard  thine  owne  life, 
The  bed  way  is,  to  vengc  my  Glocefiers  death. 

Gaunt.  Gods  is  the  quarrell,  for  Gods  fubftitute, 
Hisdeputie  annoynted  in  his  fight, 
Hathcaufdhis  death  $  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  Heauen  reuenge,  fori  may  neuer  lift 
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An  angrie  armeagainft  his  minifter. 
Dm.  Where  tften  alas  may  I  complaine  myfelfe* 
Cgmt  To  God,  the  Widowes  Champion  and  defence, 
Bute,  Why  then  1  will :  farewell  old  Gaunt, 
Thou  goert  to  Couentne,  there  to  behold 
Our  Coofm  Herford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 
•  *>fet  my  Husbands  wrongs  on  Herfords  Spearc] 
That  it  may  enter  Butcher  Mowbrayes  breaft.  ■ 
Or  if  misfortune  mi  iFe  the  fir  ft  carrier, 
Be  Mowbraies  finncs  fo  heauie  in  his  bofome, 
That  they  may  breake  his  foming  Courfersbacke, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  Caytitfc  recreant  to  my  Coofm  Herford 
Farewell  old  Gaunt.,  thy  fometimes  Brothers  wife, 
Wuh  her  companion,  griefe  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter  farewell,  I  muft  to  Couentric  :* 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Jtftl  u  °nC  WO,;d  Tre'  §ricf  b  b°undeth  where  it  fab 
Not  with  the  emptie  holtownefte,  but  weight  • 
I  take  my  leawe  before  I  hau.e  begunne, 
For  forrow  ends  not  when  it  feemeth  done  : 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother  Edmund  Yorke- 
Toe  this  is  all :  nay  yet  depart  not  fo, 
Though  this  be  all^do  not  fo  quickly  goe, 
Jftiallremembermore:  Biddbim ,  all  what: 
With  all  good  fpeed  atPlaflu'e  vifite  me. 
Alacke  and  what  (hall  good  old  Yorke  there  fee, 
But  emptie  Lodgings  and  vnfurnimtwalies, 
ynpeopled  Offices,  vntrodden  Stones  * 

And  what  hearc  therefor  welcome,  but  my  grones  > 

i  hereforecommendme,lethim  not  come  fhcre, 

To i  leeke  outforrow,  thatdwels  cuery  where  - 

Pefoa^defolatewiUIknceanddie:  ' 

1  he  laft leauc of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  Exem'^ 

Enter 'the Lord MarJhallandtheDuke  Auaterle. 
Mar.  nyLovdsAumerie,  is  Harry  Herfordarmdc* 
t^umeric,  J  ca  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 


Mnr. 


JRichard  the  Second. 

Mat*  The  Duke  of  Norfolke  fprightfully  and  bojd, 
Staies  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellants  trumpet* 

Aum.  Why  then  the  Champions  are  pxepard^  and  ftay 
For  nothing  but  his  Maieftics  approach* 

The  trumpets  founds  and  the  KingentersmthhUNobks  :  when 
they  are  fet>  enter  the  Dnke  of  Norfo/kewArmes  defendant* 
King.  Marlhall,  demaund  of  yonder  Champion* 
The  taufe  of  his  arriuallhecre  in  armes, 
Askch  im  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fweare  him  in  the  iuft  ice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  In  Gods  name  and  the  KingSjfay  who  thou  art> 
And  why  thou  commeft  thus  Knightly  clad  in  armes  i 
Againft  what  man  thou  comft,  and  vvhat's  thy  quarrcll* 
Speake  traely  on  thy  Knight-hood,  and  thy  oath* 
As  fo  defend  thee  heauen  and  thy  valour. 

Mm.  My  name  is  ThomaiMojvbrayDixks of  Nvrfofke9 
Who  hither  conieingaged  by  my  oatn  * 
(Which  God  defend  a  Knight  fhould  violate) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyaltie  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  fucceeding  ilUie, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Herford  thatappealesmcc,  | 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arme> 
To  prooue  him  in  defendingof  my  felfe, 
ATraytorto  my  God,  my  King,  and  meei 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heauen* 

The  Trumpets  found)  enter  Duke  of  Herford 
appellant  in  armour. 

King.  Marftiall,askc  yonder  Knight  in  amies, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  commeth  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  Warre, 
And  formerly,  according  to  our  law, 
Depofe  him  in  the  tuftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,&*hcrfore  comft  thou  hither 
Before  King  Richard  in  his  Royaii  lifts? 
Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrclli 
Speake  like  a  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  Heauen* 
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Bull  Harry  of  Hcrford,  Lancaftfcr, and  Darby 
Am  1 7  who  readte  hearedo  ftand  in  Armes, 
Toprooue  by  Gods  grace>  and  my  bodies  valour 
In  lifts,  on  ThomM  jMmfiraj^Dxikeof  ISforfolke, 
That  he  is  a  Tray  tor  foule  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  Hjeauen^  King  Richard:,  and  tome; 
Anda»  Itruly  fight^  defend  me  beauen. 

Mar,  On  paine  of  death  no  perfon  be  fo  boM 
Or  daring,  hardie,  as  to  touch  the  lifts^ 
Except  the  Marfhalkmd  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  direi&thefe  fairs  defignesir 

rBuk  Lord  Marfhaik  1st  tnekille  my  Soumigi 
Anctbow  my knee  before  his  Maieftie, 
Tot  MaT^my  And>my  felfe  aje  like  two  men. 
That  vow  alongandwearie  pilgrimage 
Then  let  vs  take  &  ceremonious  leaue> 
And  toning  farewell  of  our  feuet  all  friends. 


And  craues  tp  kiife  your  hand  a#d  take  his  leaue* 

K**g*  We  will  defcendandfolde  hixw  in  our  arrnes* 
Coolin  of  Herfo*d>as  thy  caufeis  right* 
So  be  thy  fc^noin  ebi^ Royall  fight : 
Farewelimy  blood,  which  iPto  day  thou  fh^ead; 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead; 

BhL  O  let  no  N&bk  eie  prophane  a  teare 
Forme,  if  J  be  gorgdewith^WW^^ 
As  confident  as  is  the  Falcons  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  withy^ftn^^fightd 
My  louing  Lord  I  takemy  kaue  ofyous 
Of  you  ( my  noble  Coofin)  Lord  Atmerle, 
Not  ficke,  although  1  haue  to  do  with  d^ath, 
Butluftie,  yong,  and  cheerely drawing  breath. 
Loe,  as  at  Englifli  fcaftslb  I  regreet 
The  daintieft  laft,  tortnake  the  end  moft  fweetc 
Oh  thou  the  earthly  Author  of  my  blood, 
Whofeyouthfull  fpirit  in  me  regenerate) 
Dotlv  with  a  two-fold  v  igoti  r  lift  me  vp> 
To  reach  nMrtttrtl  aboue  my  heack 


Addc; 
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Adde  proofe  vnto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers, 
And  with  thy  bleflings  fteele  my  launcea  point? 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray es  waxen  coate, 
And  furbifo  new  the  name  of  John  a  Gpmh 
Euen  in  theluftichauiour  of  his  Sonn<?. 

Camt.  God,  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profperouy, 
Be  fwift  hke  lightning  in  the  execution, 
And  let  thy  blow  es  doubly  r  edoubled, 
Falllike  amazing  thunder  on  thecaske 
Of  thy  aduerle  pemitious  enemie, 
Rowfevpthy  youthful!  blood,  b«  valiant  andliue. 
BuL  Mine  innocence  and  Saint  George  tothriue*. 
jMere.  How  euer  God  or  fortune  cart  my  lotte> 
There  lies  or  dies  true  to  King  Richards  throne, 
Aloyall,iuft,andvpright  Gentleman: 
Neuec  didcaptiue  with  a  freer,  hear  t 
Caft  off  hischainesor  Bondage,,  and  embrace 
His  Golden  vncontroled  Enfranchisement, 
More  then  my  dauncing  foule  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  battle  with  mineaduerfarie. 
Molt  mightie  Liege, and  my  companion Peepes, 
Take  from  my  youth  the  willi  of  happy  yearesy. 
Ar  gentle  and  as  iocond  as  toieuy 
Go  I  to  fighi,truth  hath  aquiet  breft. 

King,  Farewell  (my  Lord) fecurely  lefpie, 
Vertuewitiivalor  couched  in  thine  eie, 
Order  the  triall  Mar  (h  all,  and  beginne. 

Mar.  Harne  of  Hcrford,  Lancafter,andDafbi$, 
Reccioe  thy  Launce,  and  God  defend  thy  right. 
Bui,  Strong  as  aTower  in  hope  I  cry,  Amen,  k 
Mar.  Go  beare  this  launce  to  Thomas  D.  ofNorfoffe* 
Herald.  Harry  of  Herford,  Lancafter,  and  Darbie, 
Stands  heerc,  for  God,  his  Soueraigne,  and  hMetfe, 
Onpainc  to  be  found  fatfe  and  recreant, 
To  proue  the  Duke  ofNorfolke  Thomas  Mowbray, 
ATraytMt  tohisGod,hisKing,andhim. 
And  dares  him  to  fct  forwards  to  the  fi  ght. 
Htr.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray  P^pf 2&rfo/ke, 

B  3  On  . 
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On  painc  to  be  found*  falfe  and  recreant* 
Both  to  defend  himfelfc,  and  to  approu  e 
Henry  of  Herford,  Lancafter,  and  Darby, 
To  God,  his  Soueraigne;and  to  him  difloyall, 
Couragiouily,  and  with  a  free  defire, 
Attending  but  the fignall  to  begin* 

Mar*  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fetfoorth  Combatants 
Stay,  the  King  hath  throwne  his  warder  down  e# 

King*  Let  them  lay  by  their  Helmets,  & their  Spean 
And  bothreturne  backe  to  their  Chaires  againe : 
Withdraw  with  vs,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found, 
While  we  returne  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree* 
Draw  necre and  lift. 
What  with  our  Counfell  we  haue  done, 
For  that  our  kingdomes  earth  fhould  not  be  foyld 
With  thatdearebloodwhich  it  hath  been  cfoftcred; 
And  for  our  cits  dobate  the  direa(pe<fl 
Of  ciu ill  wounds ploughd  vp  with  neighbours  (word  J 
And  for  we  thinkethe  Eagle-winged  pride, 
Of  skic-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts 
WithriuaUhatiftgEnuiefet  on  you, 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  Countries  cradle 
Drawes  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleepe, 
Which  fo  rouzd  vp  with  boy  ftrous  vntunriedrummesj 
With  harfh  refounding  trumpets  dreadfull  bray, 
Aad  grating  ftiocke  of  wrathfull  yron  armes, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  faire  peace, 
And  make  vs  wade  euen  in  our  kindreds  blood } 
Therefore  #e  banifh  you  our  territories. 
You  Coofin  Herford,  vpen  painc  of  life, 
Till  twice  fiuc  Summers  haue  enricht  our  field, 
Shall  not  regreete  our  faire  Dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftrangcr  pathes  of  banifhment. 

BuL  Your  will  be  don^  thismuft  my  comfort  be, 
That  Sun  that  warmcs  you  hecre,  fhall  fkine  on  me, 
And  thofe  his  golden  beames  vnto  you  heere  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  guild  my  banifhment. 

King.  Norfolk^  for  thee  rcmaihes  a  hcauief  doome 
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Which  I  with  fomc  vnwillingneilc pronoufrc«3 
The  flie  flow  howres  itiall  not  determinate 
The  datcleffe  limit  of  thy  dcarc  exile: 
The  hopelclfe  word  of  neuer  to  returne, 
Breath  1  agairift  thee,  vpon  paitre  of  life. 

Mw.  A  heauie  fentence,  my  mod  foueraignc  Liege? 
And  all  vniookt  for  from  your  highnetlc  rneuth? 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  dcepe  a  mayme, 
As  to  be  caft  foorth  in  the  common  ayrc, 
Haue  I  deferued  at  yourHighneire  hands: 
The  language  I  haue  lcarnd  thefe  fortie  yearcs* 
My  natiueEflgliili  now  I  mud  forgoe, 
And  now  my  tongues  vfe  is  to  me  no  more 
Than  an  vnftringed  violl  or  a  harpe, 
Or  like  a  cunning  ihftrumentcafde  vp, 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knowes  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmonic; 
Within  my  mbuth  you  haue  ingayld  my  tongue? 
Doubly  perculliftwith  my  teeth  and  lippes. 
And  dull  vufceling  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  Iayler  to  attend  on  me  s 
I  am  too  old  to  fawne  vppon  a.  Nurfe* 
To  farrc  in  yeares  to  be  a  Pupill now* 
What  is  thy  fentence  butfpeachleire  death ; 
Which  robbes  my  tongue  from  breathing natiu$  breathe 

King*  It  b^otes  thee  notto  be  companionate, 
After  our  fentence,  play  ning  comes  too  late. 

Mow.  Then  thus  I  turne  me  from  my  countries  figf% 
Todweltinfolemnc  fliades  of  endlefle  night. 

King.  Returne  againcand  take  an  oath  with  thee*. 
Lay  on  our  Royal!  Sword  your  banifht  hands. 
S weare  by  the  dutie  that  y'owe  to  God, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  withyour  fellies) 
To  keepe  the  oath  that  we  adminifter : 
You  neuer  (hall^fo  helpdyou  truth  and  Godj 
Embrace  each  others  loue  in  baniftiment, 
Norncuec  looke  vpan  each  others  face. 
Nor neuer\vdtejregrecte;nor  recoucik 
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Thiilouingtempcft  dryour  honre-bred  hate, 
Nor  ncuer  by  adaifcd  purpofemeetc, 
To  plotte,  contriue>or  compiot  any  111, 

Gainft  vsy  our  (bite,  our  fubiedls,or  otiiriand. 
Bui.  Ifweare. 

kMow*  And  I,  tokcepe  all  this. 

Bui.  Norfolk e^fo  fare  as  to  mine  enemie  ♦ 
f5y  this  timerhad  the  King  permitted  vs, 
One  of  our  fbules  had  wandred  in  the  ayrc, 
Baniflit  thisfraile  Sepulchre  of  ou  r  flefh, 
As  now  our  flefh  is  banifbt  from  this  land. 
Confelfe  thy  treafons  ere  thou  fly  the  Rcalme, 
Since  thou  haft  fatrc  to  goejbearc  not  along 
The  cloging  burthen  of  aguiltie  Soule. 

Mm.  No  Bullingbrooke,  if  euer  I  were  Traytour , 
My  name  6e  blotted  from  the  Booke  of  life, 
And  I  from  Heauen  banifht,  as  from  hence; 
But  what  thou  art>  God,  thou,  and  I,  do  know, 
And  all  toofoone  (Tfeare)  theKing  fhali  rew* 
Farewell  (my  Liege)  now  no  way  can  I  ft  ray, 
Saue  backe  to  England>ail  the  world's  my  way. 

King.  Vncle>  cuen  tn'the  glaifes  of  thine  eies, 
I  fee  thy  grieued  heart :  thy  Tad  afped 
Hath  from  the  rrumberof  his  baniiht  yeares 
Plutfkt  IboTeaway,  fixe  frozen  Winters  fpent, 
Returne  \vith  welcomeirome  from  banifhmene. 

Bui  Howlonrgatimelicsinonelittlevvord? 
i^tn^h^gitigWititers,  and foure  wanton  Springs, 
End  in  oae  word  5  fuch  is  the  breath  of 'Kings. 

Gaum.  Whankemy .Lfege,  that  in  regard  of  mee, 
He  fhortens  foure  yeares  of  my  Sonnes  exile  $ 
But  little  vantage  flialll  reape  thereby : 
For  ere  the  fixeywres'that  hchath  tofpend 
Can  change  their  moonesjand  bringtheir  times  about, 
My  oylc-drycd'Lampcyantftitticbewflfftcdlfght 
Shall  be  extind  with  age  and  endleffe  night ; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  barntiaiiddone, 
Andblindfold  Dcith  not  let  me  fee  my  fonne# 
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King.  Why  Vnckle,  thou  haft  many  yearcs  toliua 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute  (King,)  that  thou  canft  giues 
Shorten  iriy  daies  thou  canft  with  fullen  forrow, 
And  plucke  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow. 
Thou  canft  helpeTimeto  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  ftoppe  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him  for  my  death, 
But  dead,  thy  kingdomecannot  buy  my  breath. 

King.  Thy  Sonne  is  banilht  with  good  aduifc, 
Whereto  thy  tongue,  a  party,verdi<5t  gaue, 
Why  at  our  iufticefecmft  thou  then  tolowre  f 

G^r. Things  fweet  to  taft ,  prooue  in  digeftion  fowre* 
You  vrge  sne  as  a  ludge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  haue  bid  me  argue  like  a  Father, 
Oh  had't  been  a  ftranger,  not  my  child, 
Tofmooth  his  fault  I  would  hauc  been  more  miide ; 
A  partiall  flaunder  fought  I  to  auoyde, 
And  in  the  fentencc  my  owne  life  deftroyde. 
Alas,  I  lookt  when  fome  of  you  fliould  fay, 
I  was  too  ftrift  to  make  mine  owne  away ; 
But  you  gaue  leaue  to  my  vnwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felfe  this  wrong* 

King.  Coofen  farewell, and  Vnckle  bid  him  fb  5 
Sixe  yeares  we  banifh  him,  and  he  lhall  go. 

Ah.  Coofin  farewell  5  what  preiencemuft  not  know 
From  whereyou  doe  remaine,let  Paper  (how . 

<JMar.  My  Lord  no  leaue  take  I,  for  1  will  ride 
As  farre  as  land  willlet  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  do  ft  thou  hoard  thy  words 
Thatthou  returneft  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  i 

Bui.  I  haue  too  few  to  take  my  leaue  of  you, 
When  the  tongues  office  ftiould  be  prodigall, 
To  breath  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  griefe  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Htsl.  I oy  abfent,  griefe  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fixe  Winters  i  they  are  quickly  gone. 

Bui.  To  men  in  ioy,  but  griefe  makes  onehowre  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  trauaile  that  thou  takft  for  pleafure. 

C  TBhI. 
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"Bui.  My  heartwill figh  when  I mifcall itCo, 
Which  finds  it  an  inforced  pilgrimage* 

gaunt.  The  fallen  paifage  of  thy  wearie  fteps  * 
Efteeme  a  foyle  wherein  thou  art  to  Cct, 
The  precious  lewell  of  thy  home  returne. 

Bui.  Nay  rather  cuery  tedious  ftride  I  make. 
Will  but  remember  me  what  deale  of  world 
I  wander  from  thelewelsthatlloue* 
jMuft  I  not  feme  along  apprentiihood 
To  forren  parages, and  in  the  end* 
Hauingmy  freed  ome*boaft  of  nothing  elfe, 
Butthat  I  was  a  iourney-man  to  griefe  i 

Gmnt.  All  places  that  the  eie  of  heauen  vifitcs. 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  kauens. 
Teach  thy  neceffitie  to  reafon  thus. 
There  is  no  vertue  likeneceflitie : 
Thinke  not  the  King  did  banifh  thee 
But  thou  the  King,  who  doth  the  heauier  fit, 
Where  it  perceiues  it  is  but  faintly  borne ; 
Go,  fay  I fent  thee  foorth  to  purchafe  honour, 
And  not  the  King  exilde  thee  ^  or  fuppofe 
Deuouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  aire> 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frefher  clime : 
Looke  what  thy  foule  holds  deare,  imagine  it 
To  ly  that  way  thou  goeft,  not  whence  thou  comeft : 
Suppofe  the  finging  birds  Mufitions, 
The  gralfe  whereon  thou  treadft,  the  prefence  ftrowde^ 
The  flowers^faire  Ladies,  and  thy  fteps,  no  more 
Then  a  delightfull  meafure,or  a  daunce, 
For  gnarlingforrow  hathlelfe  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mockes  at  it  and  fets  it  light. 

BuL  Oh  wIiq  can  hold  afier  in  his  hand? 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  I 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow, 
By  thinking  on  fantaftickfummers  heat  f 
Oh  nojthe  apprehenfion  of  the  good 

Giiw$ 
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Giucbut  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe : 
Fell  forrowes  tooth  doth  neuer  rancle  more 
Then  when  it  bites,  but  lanchcth  not  the  foare* 

Gaunt.  Come  come  my  Tonne,  lie  bring  thee  on  thy  way 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  caufe,  I  would  nor  ftay. 

BhU  Then  Englands  ground  farewell,  fweetfoile  adiew3 
My  Mother  and  my  Nurfe  that  beares  me  yet. 
Where  ere  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  1  can, 
Though  baniibt  yeta  true  borne  Engliftiman,  Exeunt^ 

Enter  the  King  with  Bnjbie,  &c*  at  §nedore>  andthe 
Lord  Aumerle  at  the  other* 
King .  Wee  did  obferue,  Coofin  Humerky 
How  farrc  brought  you  high  Herford  on  his  way  2 

Aum.  I  brought  high  Herford,  ifyou  call  him  fo, 
But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  Heft  him. 

King.  And  fay,  what  ft  ore  of  parting  teares  were  (lied? 

Aum.  Faith  none  for  me,  except  the  Northeaft  winde, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  face, 
Awakt  the  flcepie  rewme,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  teare. 
King*  What  faid  your  Coofin  when  you  parted  with  him 

Ah*  Farewell,  &  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
fhould  fo  prophane  the  word  that  taught  me  craft, 
To  counterfaite  opprefsion  of  luch  grief  e, 
That  words  fecmd  buried  in  my  forrowes  grauc : 
Marry  would  the  word  farewell  haue  lengthnedhoures* 
And  added  yeeres  to  his  fhqrt  baniftiment, 
He  fhould  haue  had  a  volume  of  farewels  ti 
But  fince  it  would  nor,  he  had  none  of  mc. 

King.  He  is  our  Coofins  Coofin,  buttis  doubt. 
When  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  banifliment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends* 
Our  felfe  and  Bullae, 

Obferued  his  courtfhip  to  the  common  people, 
How  he  did  fecme  to  diue  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble  and  familiar  curtefie, 
With  reuerence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaues* 

C  .t  Wooing 
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Wooing  poorc  Craftfmen  with  the  craft  of  fmiles3 

And  patient  vnderbearing  of  his  fortune, 

As  twerc  to  banilh  their  affeds  with  him, 

Off  goes  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfter-wench, 

Abrace  of  Draymen  bid  Godfpeed  him  well, 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee, 

With  thanks  my  Countrey-men,  my  louing  friends,* 

As  were  our  England  in  reueriion  his, 

And  he  our  fubiedts  next  degree  in  hope. 

Greene.  Well, he  is  gone,&  with  him  go  thefe  thoughts t 
Now  for  the  Rebels  which  (land  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  mannage  muft  be  made  (my  Liege) 
Ere  further  leyfure  y eeld  them  further  meanes 
For  their  aduantage,  and  your  highnetfe  loife. 

Ktngh  "Wewillourfelfeinperfbntothis  Warre, 
And  for  our  Coffers,  with  too  great  a  Court 
And  liberall  larges,  are  grownc  fomewhat  light  j 
Wee  are  inforft  to  farme  our  Roy  all  Realme, 
The  reuenue  whereof  lhall  furniftrvs : 
For  our  affaires  in  hand,  if  that  come  fhort, 
Our  fubftitutes  at  home  fhall  haue  blancke  Charters, 
Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  fhall  fubferibe  them  for  large  fummes  of  Gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants, 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Hufhie  with  newes* 

Bufb.  Old  7^  of  Grf##ns  grieuous  ficke,  my  Lord, 
Sodainely  taken,  and  hath  fent  poft  haft 
To  intreate  your  Maieftie  to  viiite  him* 

King,  Where  lies  he  i 

Bufh*  At-E^houfc. 

Ktng.  Now  put  it  (God )  into  the  Phifitions  mind, 
To  helpe  him  to  his  graue  immediately : 
The  ly  ning  of  his  Coffers  lhall  make  coates, 
To  decke  our  Souldiers  for  thefe  Irijh  Warres. 
Come  Gentlemen,  lets  all  goe  vifitchira, 
Pray  God  we  may  make  haft,  and  come  too  late : 
Amen*.  ,  Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Iohn  of  Gaunt  fickg,  mth  the  Duke  of  Yorke,  &c4 

Gaunt.  Will  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breath  my  laft, 
In  holfome  counfell  to  his  vnftayed  youth  i 

Vex  not  your  felfe,  nor  ftriue  not  with  your  breath 
For  all  in  vaine  comes  counfell  to  his  earc. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men> 
Inforce  attention  like  deepe  harmonic; 
Where  word^s  are  fcarce,  they  are  fieldome  fpent  in  vaine* 
For  they  breath  truth  that  breath  their  words  in  painc* 
He  that  no  more  mu  ft  fay,  isliftcnedmore 
Then  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  hath  taught  to  glofe* 
More  are  mens  ends  markt>then  their  liues  before  t 
The  fetting  Sunne,  and  Muficke  at  the  glofe, 
As  thelaft  taft  of  fweetes  is  fweetcft  laft. 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  then  things  longpafh 
Though  Richard  my  liues  counfell  would  not  heare, 
My  deaths  fad  tale  may  yet  vndeafehis  eare. 

Torke.  No,  it  is  ftopt  with  other  flattering  founds,. 
As  prayfes  of  his  ftatc :  then  there  are  found 
Lafciuious  Meeters,  to  whofe  venom  found 
The  open  eare  of  youth  doth  alwaiesliften* 
Report  of  fafliions  in  proud  Italie, 
Whofe  manners  ft  ill  our  tardy  apilh  nation 
Limps  after  in  bafe  imitation* 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  foorth  a  vanitie> 
So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpedt  how  vile, 
That  is  not  quickly  buzd  into  his  cares  I 
Then  all  too  late  comes  Counfell  to  be  heard, 
Where  Will  doth  mutinie  with  Wittes  regard. 
Direft  not  him  whofe  way  himfelfe  will  choofe* 
Tis  breath  thou  lackft,  and  that  breath  thou  wilt  looted 

Gaunt.  Mee  thinks  1  am  a  Prophet  ncwinfpird, 
And  thus  expiring,  doe  foretell  of  him$ 
His  rafh  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  lafts 
For  violent  fires  foone  burne  out  themfelues, 
Small  fliowers  laft  long,  but  fodaine  ftormes  arc  Ihort  ~i 
Hetiresbetimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes* 

C  3  With, 
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With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder, 

Light  V  anitie,  infatiate  cormorant, 

Confumingmeanesfoone  prayes  vponitfelfe: 

This  Royall  throne  of  Kings,  this  Sceptred  lie, 

This  earth  ofMaieftie,this  feateof  Mars, 

This  oter  Eden,demie  Paradice, 

This  Foretrelfe  built  by  Nature  for  herfelfe, 

Againft  infedion,and  the  hand  of  Warre  5 

This  happy  breed  of  Men,  this  little  World, 

This  precious  Stone  fet  in  the  Siluer  Sea, 

Which  ferueues  it  in  the  office  of  a  Wall, 

Oras  aMoate  defenfiue  to  a  houfe, 

Againft  the  enuieoflefle  happier  lands : 

This  bletfedplotte,  this  Earth,  this  Rcalme,this  England) 

This  Nurfe,  this  teeming  wombe  of  RoyallKings, 

Feard  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  births 

Renowned  iinheirdeeds  as  farre  from  home, 

For  Chriftian  feruiceand  truechiualrie, 

As  is  the  Sepulchre  in  ftubborne  Iewrie, 

Of  the  worlds  Ranfome,  blelTed  Maries  fonne : 

This  Land  of  fuch  deare  foules,  this  deare  deareland  $ 

Deare  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 

Isnowleaced  out  (I die  pronouncing  it) 

Like  to  a  tenement  and  Pelting  Farme. 

England  bound  in  with  thetriumphant  Sea, 

Whofe  rockie  Ihoare  beates  backe  the  enuious  fiegc 

Of  watry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fliamq, 

With  Injue  blottes,  and  rotten  Parchment  bonds* 

That  England  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 

Hath  made  afliamefuil  conqueft  of  it  fclfe : 

Ah  would  the  fcandail  vaniftit  with  my  life, 

How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  5 

Torkg*  The  King  is  come,  deale  mildly  with  his  youth* 
For  young  hot  Colts  being  rag'de*  do  rage  the  more, 

Enter  the  King  and  Queene?  &c. 
Qwene.  How  fares  our  noble  Vncle  Lancafter ! 
King.  Whatcorafortman?  how  ift  with  aged  G^tf 

Gaum 


Richard  the  Second* 

Gaunt.  O  how  that  name  befits  my  compofition> 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old  $ 
Within  me  griefe  hath  kept  a  tedious  faft, 
And  who  abftaines  from  meate,that  is  not  gaunt  ? 
For  fleepmg  England,  longtime  hauc  I  watchtj 
Watching  breedes  leancneiTe,leanenef]re  is  all  gaunt  v 
The  pleafure  that  fbme  Fathers  feede  vppon, 
Is  my  ftricktfaft,  I  meanemy  Childrens  looker, 
And  therein,  farting  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt* 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  graue,  gaunt  as  a  graue, 
Whofe  hollow  wombe  inherits  nought  bnt  bones. 

King.  Can  ficke  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names 

Gaunt.  No,  miferie  makes  fport  to  mocke  it  felfe, 
Since  thou  doft  feeke  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
O  mocke  my  name  (great  King)  to  flatter  thee. 

King.  Should  dying  men  flatter  thofe  thatliue  I 

Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  liuing  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

King  Thou now  a  dyingfayft, thou  flattereft  me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  no,  thou  dieif ,  though  I  the  fieker*be. 

King..  I  am  in  health,  I  breath,  J  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knowes  Ifee  thee  ill* 
111  in  my  felfe  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill, 
Thy  death-bed  i  s  no  leller  then  the  Land; 
Wherein  thou  ly eft  in  reputation  ficke, 
And  thou  too  carelelfe  patient  as  thou  art, 
Commitft  thy  annoynted  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  Phifitions  that  firft  wounded  thee  j 
A  thoufand  Batterers  fit  within  thy  Crowne, 
Whofe  compalfe  is  no  bigger  then  thy  head  j 
Andyetinraged  in  fofmallaverge* 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  lelfer  then  thy  Land  1 
Oh  had  thy  Grandfire  with  a  Prophets  eye, 
Seenehow  his  Sonnesfonne  fliould  deftroy  his  fonncs* 
From  foorth  thy  reach  he  would  hauelayd  thy  flaama* 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  polled, 
Which  art  poifeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felfe. 
Why  Cqofin  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world^ 
It  were  a  ftumeto  let  this  Land  by  Leafe  1 
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But  for  thy  world  enioying  but  this  land, 
Is  it  net  more  then  lhame  to  lhame  it  To  ? 
Land-lord  of  England  art  thou  now  not,  nor  King, 
Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bond-flaue  to  the  law, 
And  thou* 

King.  Ah  lunatick  leane-witted  foolc, 
Prefumingon^n  Agues  priuiledge, 
Dareft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheeke,chafing  the  Roy  all  blood 
With  furie  from  his  natiuerefidencc* 
Now  by  my  Scates  right  Royallmaieftie 
Wert  thou  not  Brother  to  great  Edwards  fonnc, 
This  tongue  that  runnes  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  runne  thy  head  from  thy  vnrererent  fhoulders. 

Gaunt.  Ohfparemenot  my  brother  Edwards  fannc. 
For  that  I  was  his  Father  EdwardsConne: 
That  blood  already,  like  the  Pellican, 
Haft  thou  tapt  and  drunkenly  carowft : 
My  Brother  giocetter>  plaine  well  meaning  foule, 
Whom  faire  befall  in  heauen  mongft  happy  foules, 
May  be  a  prcfident  and  witnetTegood, 
That  thou  refpe&H  not  fpilling  Edwards  blood. 
Ioyne  with  the  prefent  fickHeile  that  I  haue, 
And  thy  vnkindnes  be  like  crooked  age, 
To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  withered  flower. 
Liue  in  thy  lhame,  but  die  not  fhame  with  thee : 
Thefe  words  heereafter,  thy  tormentors  be : 
Conuay  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  graue, 
Loue  they  to  liue,  that  loue  and  honour  haue* 

Exit. 

King.  Andletthem  die,thatageand  fullenshaue, 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  graue. 

Torke*  I  do  befeech  your  Maieftie  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ficklinetfe  and  age  in  him : 
Heloues  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  deere, 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Herford,  were  he  heere. 

King.  Right,you  fay  true  $  as  HerfordsXow^  Co  his : 
As  theirs,fo  mine,  and  be  as  it  is. 

North, 


Jtichard the Second* 

Nwtb^My  Liege,  oUCjatmt  commends  him  to your 

King.  Wh  at  fay  eshee?  (Maicftie* 

North.  Nothings  all  is  fayd; 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringletfe  inftrument, 
Words^life,  and  all>  old  Lancafier  hath  fpent* 

Yorkg*  Be^r^thenextthatmuftbebanckroutfo, 
Though  Death  be  poore,  it  ends  a  mortall  wo# 

King.  The  ripeft  Fruite  firft fallcs  and  fo  doth  hej 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  mu  ft  be : 
So  much  for  that*  Nowforour/r//&Warress 
Wemuft  fupplant  thole  rough  rug-headed  kernes, 
Which  liue  like  venome,  where  no  venome  elfe 
Butonely  they,  hauepriuiledge  toliue* 
And  for  thefe  great  affayres  do  askefome  charge^ 
Towards  ourafsiftance  we  do  feazeto  vs, 
The  Plate,  Coy  ne,Rcuenewes,  and  moueables 
Whereof  our  Vnckte  Gamt  did  ftand  porteft. 

Torke.  How long  fhall  1  be  patient !  Ah  how  long 
Shall  tender  duetie  make  me  fufFer  wrong  ? 
NotGlocefters  death?  norHerfords  banifliment, 
Nor  Gaunts  rebukes,  nor  Englarids  priuate  wrongs, 
Nor  the  preuention  of  poorc  Bullingbrooke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  owne  difgrace, 
Haue  euer  made  me  fower  my  patient  cheeke, 
Or  bend  one  wrinckleon  my  Suueraignes  face : 
Iamthelaft  of  the  noble  £n^r^fSonnes,  \$ 
Ofwhom  thy  Father  Prince  of  Wales  was  firft. 
I  n  Warre,  was  neuer  Lion  rage  more  fierce : 
In  Peace,  was  neuer  gentle  Lambe  more  milde 
Then  was  that  young  and  Princely  Gentleman : 
Hisface  thou  haft ,  for  euenfo  lookt  he, 
Acebropfcfht  with  a  number  of  thy  houres  y 
But  when  he  frowned,  it  was' again  ft  the  French, 
And  notagainfthis  Friendes :  his  noble  hand 
Did  winne  what  he  didfpend,  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his trinmphantFathers  hand  hadwonne.: 
His  hands  were  g«ilrfe>of  no  kindred  blood, 
But  bloody  with  th^rt  eniies  of  his  knine, 

D  Oh 
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Oh  Richard!  Yerkg  is  too  farre  gone  with  griefc, 
Or  clfe  he  ncuer  would  compare  betwecne. 
King.  Why  Vnclc,  whats  the  matter  ? 
Torke.  Oh  my  Liege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe, 
Jfnot,  I  pleafd,not  to  be  pardoned,  am  content  withall : 
Seeke  you  to  feize  and  gripe  into  your  hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  baniflit  Herford? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  i  and  doth  not  Herford liue  3 
Was  not  Gaunt  iuft  i  and  is  not  Harry  true  I 
Did  not  the  one  dcfcrue  to  haue  an  hey  re  f 
Is  not  his  hey  re  a  well  deferuing  fonne  i 
Take  Herfords  right  away,  and  take  from  time* 
His  Charters  and  his  cuftomarie  rights? 
Let  not  to  morrow  then  enfue  to  day: 
Be  not  thy  felfe  $  For  how  art  thou  a  King, 
But  by  faire  fequence>and  fucceffion* 
Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  true, 
Ifyou  doe  wrongfully  feize  Herfords right* 

Call  in  the  Letters  Patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  attournies  generall  tofue 

His  liuery,and  deny  his  offered  homage, 

You  plucke  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head* 

You  loofe  a  thoufand  well  difpofed  hearts, 

And  pricke  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts* 

Which  honour  and  attegeancecannot  thinke. 
King.  Thinke  what  you  will,  we  feize  into  our  hands* 

His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money  and  his  Land* 
Torke .  He  not  be  by  the  while,  my  Liege  farewell, 

What  will  enfue  heereof,  thcr  s  none  can  tell ; 

But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  vnder flood, 

That  their  events  can  neuer  fall  out  good.  Exit* 
King*  Go  Bufliie,totheEarle  ofWilt(hireflxaight, 

Bid  him  repayrc  to  vs  to  Blje  houfe, 

Tofee  this  bufmelle :  to  morrow  next 

We  will  for  Ireland,  and  t'is  time  I  trow  j< 

And  weecreate  inabfence  of  our  felfe, 

Our  Vnckle  Yorke,  Lord  Gouernour  of  England  $ 

fox  he  is  iuft,  and^sies  loued  vs  well ; 


Richard  the  Second. 

Come  on  our  Queene,  to  morrow  mud  we  part> 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  ihort. 

Exeunt  Kingand £ueene.  Manet  North. 

North.  Well  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancaftcr  is  dead. 

Roffc*  And  liuing  too,  for  now  his  fonne  is  Duke. 

ITillough*  Barely  in  title,  not  in  reucnewes* 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  Iufticehad  her  right. 

Rojfr.  My  heart  is  great,  but  it  muft  breake  with  filence* 
Er't  be  disburdened  with  a  liberall  tongue. 

North.  Nay  fpeak  thy  mind,  &  let  him  nerefpeak  more* 
Thatfpeakes  thy  words  againe,  to  do  thee  harme* 

fFilloHgh.  Tend  s  that  thou  wouldft  fpeake,  to  the  D.  of 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly  man,  (Hcrford? 
Quieke  is  mine  ear e  to  hearc  of  good  towards  him. 

Roffe.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  doe  for  him : 
Vnleireyou  callitgood,  topittyhim, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimonie. 
North.  Now  afore  God  t'is  fhame  fuch  wrongs  are  borne 
In  him  a  Royall  Prince,  and  many  mo 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land : 
The  King  is  not  himfelfe,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers,  and  what  they  willinforme, 
Meerely  in  hate  againft  any  of  vs  all, 
That  will  the  King  feucrely  profecutc 
Againft  vs,our  liues,  our  children,  and  ourheires* 
!Roffe.  The  Commons  hath  he  pild  with  grieuous  taxes, 
And  quite  loft  their  hearts.  The  Nobles  hath  hefin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

JVillongh.  And  dayly  new  exactions  are  deuifd, 
As  Blancks,  Beneuolences  >  and  I  wot  not  what. 

North.  ButwhataGods  name  doth  become  of  this? 
Wilh.  VVarres  hath  not  Wafted  it5  for  Warr  d  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  y  eilded  vpon  compromife, 
That  which  his  Noble  Aunccftors  atchieud  with  blowes  5 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  then  they  in  Warres. 
Tlpjfe.  The  Earlc  of  Wiltfhire  hath  the  Realme  in  farmer 
W/#  The  King  sgr0wae  banckrouc  like  a  broken  man. 

D  Z  Notth* 
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North.  Reproach  and  defoliation  hangeth  oucr  him* 

Ro(fe.  He  hath  not  Money  for  thefe  Irifi  Warres, 
His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding, 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniiht  Duke. 

North.  His  noble  kiiifman  mod  degenerate  King .* 
But  Lords,  wc  hcarethis  fearefull  tempeftfing, 
Yet  feeke  no  foeltcr  to  auoyde  the  ftorme* 
Wefeethe  Windc  fit  forcvponour  Sailes, 
And  y  et  we  ftrike  not,  butfecurely  perifti. 

3??J^.  We  fee  the  very  Wrackethatwemuflfuffer, 
And  vnauoyded  is  the  danger  now, 
For  fufferingfo  the  caufes  of  our  wracke. 

North.  Not  lb,  euen  through  the  hollow  eies  of  death* 
I  efpie  life  peering-,  but  1  dare  not  fay, 
How  neere  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Wil.  Nay  let  vs  (hare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours* 

Rojfe.  Be  confident  to  fpeake  Northumberland, 
We  three  are  but  thy  felfe ;  and  fpeakingfo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus  :  I  haue  from  Lt port  blan 
(A  Bay  in  Britaine)  receiude  intelligence, 
That  Harry  Duke  of  Htrfrrd,  Raynold  L#  Cobhara, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter 
His  Brother  Archbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sirlohn  Ramfton* 
Sir  Iohn  Norberie,fir  Robert  Waterton,&  Francis  Coines 
All  thefe  wellfurnifhed  by  the  Duke  of  Britaine, 
With  eight  tall  Ships,  three  thoufand  men  of  Warre, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  exped  ience, 
And  (hortly  meane  to  touch  our  Northern  fliore> 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland: 
If  then  we  fliall  (hake  off  our  Countries  flauifli  yoke, 
Impeout  our  drowping  Countries  broken  wing, 
Redeeme  from  broken  pawne  the  blemiflit  Crowne, 
Wipe  of  the  duft  that  hides  our  Scepters  guilt, 
And  make  high  Maieftielooke  like  it  felfe, 
Away  with  me  in  pott  to  Rauenfpur  gh  % 


jxunaru  five  o  a  ma*   

But  ifyoufaint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felfe  will  go, 
Rojfe.  To  horfe,  to  horfc,vrge  doubts  to  them  that  feare. 
With.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  fi  r ft  be  there.  •  < 

Exeunt* 

Enter  the  ^ueeneyBufhie^andBago^ 

Bujh*  Madam,  y our  Maieftie  is  too  much  fadde, 
You  promift  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  alide  halfe-harming  heauinetfc, 
And  entertame  a  cheerefull  difpofition . 

JQueene*  Topleafe  theKingl  did,  to  pleafetny  felfe 
I  cannot  doo  it  $  yet  I  know  no  caufc 
Why  I  ftiould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  asGriefc3 
Saue  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweete  a  gueft, 
As  my  fweete  Richard:  yet  agameme  thinks  • 
Some  vnborne  Sorrow  ripe  in  Fortunes  wombe? 
Is  comming  towards  me  and  my  inward  Soulc, 
With  nothing  trembles,  at  fome  thing  it  grieues, 
More  then  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bujb.  Each  fubftance  of  a  griefe  hath  twenty  Ihadowet 
Which  fliewes  like  griefe  it  felfe,  but  is  n©t  fo: 
For  Soprowes  eyes  glazed  with  blinding  teares, 
Deuides  one  thing  entire  to  many  obieds. 
Like  perfpeftiues,  which  rightly  gazde  vpon, 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion,  eydeawry, 
Diftinguifli  forme :  fo  your  fweete  Maieftie, 
Looking  awry  vpon  your  Lords  departure, 
Findfhapesof  griefe  more  thenhimfelfetowaile, 
Which  lookt  on  as  it  is,  is  naught  6ut  fliadower 
Gfwhat  it  is  not,  then  thrice  (gracious  Qucenc) 
More  then  your  Lords  departure  weepe  not,  more  is  not 
Or  if  it  be,  tis  with  faife  Sorrowes  eyes,  (feene, 
Which  for  things  true,  weepes  things  imaginarie* 

gueene*  It  may  be  fo,  but  yet  my  inward  Souk 
Perfwades  meitisotherwife :  how  ere  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  *  fo  heauie  fad, 
As  though  on  thinking  on, no  thought  I  tfeinke, 
Makes  mewith  heauie  nothing  faint  and  fhruike, 

D  3  *£*tjlm*, 
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'Sufi,  Tis  nothing  butconceite  (my  gracious  Lady,  j 

Jgueene.  Tis  nothinglelfe,  Conccite  is  ftill  dcriudc 
From  fomc  forefather  Gricfe,  mine  is  notfo ; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  griefe, 
Or  fomething  hath  the  nothing  that  1  grieue, 
Tis  in  rev  erfion  that  J  doe  pofletle : 
But  what  it  is,  thar  is  not  yet  knowne,  what 
I  cannot  name,  tis  namelellewoe  I  wot. 

Greene.  God  faue  your  Maieft  ie,  &  well  met  gentlemen* 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  fliipt  for  Ireland* 

Jgueene.  Why  hopeft  thou  fo  I  tis  better  hope  he  is, 
For  his  defigncs  craue  haft,  his  haft  good  hope : 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hopehe  is  not  fliipt? 

Greene.  That  he  our  hope  might  haue  retirdehis power 
Aad  driuen  into  defpairean  enemies  hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land, 
Thebanillit^/Z^m^repeales  himfelfe, 
And  with  vpliftedarmes  is  lafeariude  at  Rauenjpurgh. 

Ghteene.  Now  God  in  heauen  forbid. 

Greene.  AhMadam,  tis  too  true  $  andthatisworfe: 
TheLord  Northumberland,  his  young  SonH.  Percie, 
The  Lords  of  Rotfe,Beaumond,  and  Willoughbie, 
With  all  their  powerful!  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

£ufi4  Why  haue  you  not  proclaimd  Northumberland 
And  the  reft  of  the  reuolting  faftion,  tray  tours  ? 

Greene*  We  haue,  wherevpon  the  Earle  of  Worcefter, 
Hath  broke  his  Staffe,  refignd  his  Stewardfliip, 
And  all  the  houlhold  feruants  fled  with  him  to  Bullingbroke 

Jgefne.  So  Greene,  thou  art  the  Midwife  of  my  woe, 
And  Bullingbrooke,  niy  forrowes  difmall  hcire : 
Now  hath  my  foule  brought  foorth  her  prodigie, 
And  I  a  gafping  newd^liuered  mother, 
Haue  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  ioynd# 

<Bufh.  Difpaire  not  Madam  ♦ 

gneene.  Who  (hall  hinder  me? 
I  will  difpaire  and  be  at  enmitie 
With  couetous  hope,  he  is  a  flatterer, 
Aparafite,  a  keeper  backs  of  death, 

Who 
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Who  gently  would  diflblue  the  bands  of  life, 
yVhichfalfe  hope  lingers  in  extremitie. 
Greene.  Heere  comes  theDuke  of  Yorke* 
Qtuene.  With  fignes  of  Warre  about  his  aged  neeke : 
Oh  full  of  carefullbufineife  arehis  lookes: 
Vnckle/or  Gods  fakefpeake  comfortable  wordsj 

Torke.  Should  I  do  fo>  I  fliould  bcly  my  thoughts 
Comfort's  in  heauen,  and  we  are  on  the  earthy 
Where  nothing  liues  but  croftes,  care,  and  griefe. 
Your  Husband  he  is  gone  tofaue  farre  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  loofe  at  home  i 
Heere  am  1  left  to  vnderprop  his  Land, 
Who  weake  with  age,  cannot  fupportmy  felfe. 
Now  comes  the  ficke  houre  that  his  furfet  made, 
Now  (hall  he  trie  his  friends  that  flattered  him. 
Sewing.  My  Lord, your  fonnc  was  gone  before  I  came, 
Torke.  He  was,  why  fo  $  go  all  which  way  it  will 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled, the  Commons  they  arccold> 
And  will  ( I  fcare )  r euolt  on  Herfords fide* 
Sirra,  get  thee  to  Plafliie  to  my  filler  Gloccfter^ 
Bid  her  fend  me  prcfently  a  thoufand  Pound, 
Hold  take  my  Ring. 

1  Ser.  MyLord,lhadforgottotell  your  Lordlhip> 
To  day  I  came  by  and  called  therej 
But  I  (hall  grieue  you  to  report  the  reft. 
T&rke*  Whati'ftknaue. 

Ser.  An  houre  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefle  died* 
f  Torke.  God  for  his  mercy  I  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woefull  Land  at  once  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  doe;  I  would  to  God 
(So  my  vntruth  had  not  prouokt  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  of  my  head  with  my  brothers, 
What,  are  there  two  Pofts  difpatcht  for  Ireland? 
How  (hall  we  doe  for  money  forthefe  Warres  I 
Come  Sifter,  Coofinl  would  fay  $ pray  pardon  me  t 
Goe  fellow,  get  thee  home,  prouide  fome  Carts*. 
And  bring  away  the  Armour  that  is  there- 
Gentlemen,  will  you  gpe  mufter  men  i 


TheTrAidkof 

If  I  know  how  or  which  way  to  order  theft  affayr  eay 
Thus  diforderly  thru ft  into  my  hands, 
Neuer  beleeue  mee :  both  are  my  kinfmen  j 
T  one  is  my  Souerainge,  whome  both  my  oath 
And  dutie  bids  defend :  t'otheragaine, 
Is  my  kinfmanjwhom  the  King  hath  wrong'd, 
Whom  Gonfeience  and  my  Kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well; fomewhat wcmiift  doe :  come  Coofin, 
He  difpofe  of  you  •  Gentlemen,  goe  mufter  vp  your  men3 
And  meetemeprefcntly  atBarckly;y 
I  iliould  to  Plalhie  too,  but  time  will  not  permit : 
AH  is  vneuen,and  euery  thing  is  left  at  fixe  and  feauen. 
.  Exeunt  'JDttke,  &  gufene :  ntanent  Bufhie  andGreene. 

Hutf?*  The  Wind  fits  faire  for  newes  to  go  for  Ireland, 
But  nonercturnes.  For vs  to leuie power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemie,  is  all  vnpoffible. 

Greene.  Befide^our  ncerenetfetotheKing  in  loue, 
Is  neere  the  hate  ofthofeloue  not  the  King. 

Bag*  And  that  is  thewauering  Commons jfor their  loue 
Lies  in  their  Purfes,  and  who  fo  emptiesthem, 
By  fo  much  fils  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bfijb.  Wherein  the  King  (lands  generally  condemn^, 

Bag.  If  judgement  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  we  euer  haue  been  neere  the  King. 

Greene.  Well,  I  will  for  refuge  ftraight  to  Brift.  Cattle* 
The  Earle  of  Wiltshire  is  already  there. 

Btifb*  Thither  will  will  I  withy  ou,  for  little  office 
Will  the  hateful!  Commons  perfor'me  for  vs, 
Excepr  like  Curres;  to  teare  vs  all  in  peeces : 
Will  you  goe  along  with  vs  ? 

Bag,  No,  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  Mai  eft  ie : 
Farewell^  if  hearts  prefages  be  not ■  vaine, 
We  three  heere  part,  that  neere  dial!  me'ete  againc. 

Bujh.  Thats  as  Yorke  thriues  to  beat  backe  Buttngfoookf 

Greene.  Alas  poore  Duke,the  taske  he vndei takes, 
Is  numbring  Sands,  and  drinking  Oceans  dry, 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights, i  'thoufands  will  flie : 
farewell  at  once,  r6r  once,  for  all  and  eucr. 
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Btijh.  Well,weemaymeeteagaine. 

Bag.  Ifearemeneuer. 

Enter  Hereford:  NorthnmbcrUnL 

Bull*  How  far  re  is  it  my  Lord  to  Barckly  now  ? 

Norfh.  Belecue  me  noble  Lord,  • 
I  am  a  Granger  in  Glocetterihirc, 
Thefe  high  wild  hils  and  rough  vneuenwayes, 
Drawes  out  our  miles,  and  makes  them  wearilome* 
And  yet  your  faire  difcourfe  hathbeeneas  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fwect  and  delegable ; 
But  I  bethinke  me  what  a  wearie  way, 
From  Rauenfpurgh  to  Cotlhall  will  be  found, 
In  Ttpffe  axulWilloughby  wanting  your  company* 
Which  I  protefthath  very  much  beguild 
The  tedioufneire  and  proceile  of  my  trauell: 
But  theirs  is  fweetened  with  the  hope  to  ha&e 
The  prefent  benefite  that  I  polfede, 
And  hope  to  ioy  is  little  lelfe  in  ioy, 
Then  hope  inioyed ;  by  this  the  wearie  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feeme  fhort,  as  mmehath  done, 
By  fight  of  what  I  hauc,  your  noble  compame. 

BuL  Of  much  lelfe  value  is  my  company, 
Then  your  good  words.  But  who  comes  heerei 
Enter  Harry  Per cie. 

North.  It  is  my  fonue, young HarriePerJie, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefterwheiifoeuer ; 
Harry,  how  faresyour  Vnckle  ?  (of  you 

Per,  I  had  thought  my  Lord  to  haue  learned  his  health 

North,  Why?  is  he  not  with  the  Queene  ? 

H.  Per.  No  my  good  Lord,  he  hath  fo*fooke  the  Court, 
Broken  his  ftaffe  of  office,  and  difperfl: 
The  houfhold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon?  he  wasnotforefolu'd,  . 
Whcnlaft  we  fpake  together. 

H.Per.  Becaufeyour  Lordfliip  was  proclaimed  traitoui^ 
But  he  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Rauenfpurgh, 
To  offer  feruice  to  the  Duke  of  Herford> 
And  fent  me  ouer  by  Barckly  to  difcouer, 
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What  power  the  Duke  of  Yorke  had  leuied  ther e, 
Then  with  directions  $  to  repaire  to  Rauenfpurglv 

North.  Haue  you  forgot  tne  Duke  of  Herford,  boy  I 

H.  Per.  No  my  good  Lord  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne're  I  did  remember,  to  my  knowledge 
I  neuer  in  my  life  did  looks  on  him. 

North.  Then  learnc  to  know  him  now,  this  is  the  Duke. 

H.  ?♦  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  feruice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  daies  lhall  ripen  and  confirms 
To  more  approued  feruice  and  defart* 

But.  I  thanke  thee  gentle  Percie, and  be  fare, 
I  count  my  fel(e  in  nothing  elfefo  happy, 
As  in  a  loule  remembring  my  good  friends ; 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  loue, 
It  fhall  be  dill  thy  true  loues  recompence, 
My  heart  this  cou&nant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feales  it* 

North.  How  farre  is  it  to  B*rkl*j.>  and  what  fturre 
Keepes  good  old  Yorke  therewith  hi*  men  of  Warre  f 

H.  p.  There  (lands,  the  Caftie  by  yon  tuft  of  trees,, 
Mannd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  haut  hf  ard: 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  Yorke,  Harkl^  and  Sejmorf 
Noneelfe  of  namearid  noble  eftimation. 

Nor.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Roffc  and  JVilloaghbj) 
Bloudy  with  fpurring,fierie  red  with  haft. 

Bui.  Welcome  my  Lords,  I  wot  your  louepurfue&  " 
A  banilht  Traitour :  all  my  treafurie 
Is  yet  but  vnfelt  thanks,  which  morcenricht, 
Shall  be  your  loue  and  labours  recompence. 

Rojfe.  Your  prefence  makes  vs  rich>  moft  noble  Lord, 

WU.  And  farre  fur  mounts  our  labour  to  attaine  it* 

"Bull.  Eucrmore  thanks,  the  Exchequer  of  the  poore, 
Which tillmy  infant  fortunecomes  toyeares, 
Stands  for  my  bounty :  but  who  comes  heere  I 
Nor.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barkeley,  as  I  guelfe, 
Barck±  My  Lord  of  Herford^  my  meltage  is  to  you. 
BkL  My  Lord,  my  anfwere  is  to  Lamafter, 
And  I  am  come  tofeckc  that  name  in  England, 

And 


Richard  the  Second. 

And  I  mull  find  that  title  in  your  tongue* 
Before  I  make  pcply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark*  MiftakemcnotmyLbrd,t'is  not  my  meaning- 
To  race  one  title  of  your  honour  out : 
To  you  my  Lord  I  come,  what  Lord  you  will. 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  this  land, 
The  Duke  of  York**  to  know  what  pricks  you  on, 
To  take  aduantage  of  the  abfent  time, 
And  fright  our  natiue  peace  with  felfe-borne  Armes? 

Bui.  I  lhall  not  need  ttanfport  my  words  by  you, 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon :  My  noble  Vnckle  i 

York*.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee* 
VVhofe  duety  is  deceiueable  and  falfe. 
v  BuL  My  gracious  Vnckle  J 

York*.  Tut,  tut,  graceme  no  grace,  nor  Vnckle  me  no 
I  am  no  traitours  Vnckiej  and  that  word  Grace  ( Vnckle* 
In  an  vngracions  mouth,  i^but  prophane  : 
Why  haue  thofe  baniflit  and  forbiddenlegs 
Darde  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  Snglands  ground  ? 
But  more  then  why  ?  Why  haue  they  darde  to  march 
So  many  miles  vpon  her  peacefull  bofome, 
Fryting  hcrpale-facde  Villages  with  Warre, 
And  oft cntation  of  defpifed  Armes  ? 
Comft  thou  becaufe  th'annoynted  King  is  hence  i 
Why  foolifh  boy,  the  King  is  left  behind  , 
And  in  my  loyall  bofome  lies  his  power : 
Were  I  but  now  Lord  of fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  braue  Gaunt  thy  Father,  and  thy  fclfc, 
Refcued  the  Blacke  Prince  that  yoiing  Mars  of  men, 
From  foorth  the  rancks  of  many  tfooufand*  French* 
O  then  how  quickly  fhould  this  arme  of  mine, 
Now  prifoner  to  the  Paulfey,  chaftife  thee, 
And  miniftcrcorre&ion  to  thy  fault  i 

"BuL  My  gracious  Vnck4e,  let  me  know  my  fault, 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  / 

Yorke.  Euen  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree 
In  grolfe  rebellion,  and  detefkd  treafon : 
Thou  art  a  baniflit  mail;  and  hcere  attcon*e> 

£  a  Before 
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Before  the  Expiration  of  thy  time, 

In  brauing  armes  againft  my  Soueraigne. 

Bui.  As  I  was  bani(lif>  I  was  banilht/fctfW, 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  fatLancafter : 
And  noble  Vnckle,  I  befeech  your  grace, 
Looke  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  Father^or  me  thinks  inyou 
Ifee  old  Gaunt  aliue.  Oh  then  Father, 
Will  you  permit  that  1  fhall  ft  and  condemn'd 
A  wandering  Vagabond,  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  f  rom  my  Armes  perforce,  and  giuen  away 
To  VpftaitViithritfs?  wherefore  was  I  borne? 
If  that  my  Coofin  lung,  be  King  of  England, 
Itmuft  begrauntedlam  Duke  of  Lancafter; 
You  haue  a  Soxiw^aAumerle,  my  noble  Coofin> 
Had  you  fir  ft  died,  and  he  beene  thus  trod  downe^ 
He  Ihouldhauc  found  his  Vnckle  Gaunt  *  Father, 
To  rouze  his  wrongs, and  chale  themtotheBay* . 
1  am  denied  toiue  my  liuerie  heere* 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  giucmeleaue. 
My  fathers  goods  are  all  diftram'd  andfold, 
And  thefe,  and  all,  are  all  amilfe  employed. 
What  would  you  haue  medoe?  Iam  a  Subieft* 
And  I  challenge  Lawj  Atturniesaredenide  me, 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  claime 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abufdc* 

Roffe.  It  ftands  your  Grace  vpon,  to  do  him  right. 

WtUo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Torke.  My  Lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this$ 
I  haue  had  feeling  of  my  Coofins  wrongs, 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right y 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  brauing  Armes* 
Be  his  owne  caruer,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong,  it  may  not  be: 
And  you  that  doabettehim  in  this  kind, 
Cherifh  Rebellion,  and  are  Rebels  all# 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  fworne^his  commijng  is 
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But  for  his  owne  j  and  for  the  Right  of  that, 
We  all  hauc  ftrongly  fwornc  to  giue  him  ayde : 
And  let  him  neVe  Tee  ioy  that  breakes  that  oath. 

Tarke.  Well,  well;  I  fee  the  illiieof  thefcArmcs; 
1  cannot  mend  it,l  muft  needs  confefle, 
Becaufe  my  power  is  weake,  and  all  ill  left : 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gaue  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoope 
Vnto  the  Soueraigne  mercy  of  the  King : 
But  (ince  I  cannot,  be  it  knowne  to  you, 
I  do  remaine  as  newter  $  fo  fare  you  well, 
Vnledfeyou  pleafetoenterin  the  Caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night* 

BnL  An  otfer  Vnckle  that  we  will  accept, 
But  we  muftwinne  your  Grace  to  go  with  vs 
To  Briftow  Cattle,  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujhiej  Bagoty  and  their  complicies, 
The  Cater  pillers  of  the  Common-wealth  j 
Which  I  hauefworneto  weede  and  plucke  away* 

Yorke.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you;  but  yet  ile  paufe, 
For  lam  loth  to  breake  our  Countries  Lawes : 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcomeyou  are. 
Things  paftredrelle,  are  now  with  mepaft  care, 

Enter  Ear  le  of  of  Salisburieiand  91  Welch  Captawe* 
Welch.  My  Lord  of  Salisbnrte,  we  haue  ftaide  ten  daie#, 
And  hardly  kept  our  Countrymen  together} 
And  yet  we  hearc  no  tidings  from  the  King, 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  our  felues :  farewell, 

Salif.  vStay  yet  another  day,thou  trufty  Welchman, 
The  King  repofah  all  his  confidence  in  thee* 

Welch.  Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead,  we  will  not  (lay,  * 
The  Bay-trees  in  our  Countrey  all  are  withered, 
And  Meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftarres  of  heauen  : 
The  pale-fac'd  Moonelookes  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  leane-look't  Prophets  whifperfearefull  change, 
Rich  m6n  lookc  fadde,  and  Ruffians  daunce  and  leape* 
The  one  in  feare  to  loofe  what  they  enioy* 
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The  other  to  enioy  by  rage  and  Warre* 
Thefefignes  fore-run  the  death  of  Kings, 
Barewell>our  Countrimen  are  gone  and  fled, 
Aswell  allured  ^W^theirKing  is  dead. 

Sal.  AhRichArdl  witheiesof  heauiemind, 
I  fee  thy  glorie  like  a  Ihootingftarrc, 
Falkodie  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament, 
Thy  funne  fets,  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft, 
Witnefling  ftornaes  to  come,  woe  and  vnreft : 
Thy  friends  arc  fled  to  waite  v  pon  thy  foes, 
And  croircly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes* 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Hcrford,  Yorke>  NorthumherUrJ^ 
Bujhieapd  Greene  Prifoners* 
BhI.  Bring  foorth  thefe  men. 
Huflie&nd  Greene,  1  willnot  vexeyourfoules 
Since  prefently  your ibuies  muft  part  your  bodies, 
With  two  much  vrgingyour  perniciousliues, 
For  t'were  no  charitic ;  yet  to  wafh  your  blood 
From  off  Riy  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  vnfoldfomecaufes  ofyour  death, 
You  haue  mif-led  a  Prince,  a  Royall  King, 
Ahappie  Gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  vnhappicdand  disfigured  cleane, 
You  hauein  manner  with  your  finfullhowres* 
Made  a  diuorcebetwixthisQueeneandhim^ 
Broke  theprofefiion  of  a  Royall  bed, 
And  ftaind  the  bcautie  of  a  fayre  Queenes  cheekes, 
With  teares  drawne  from  her  eies  with  your  foule  wrongs, 
My  felfe  a  Prince  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 
Neecre  totheKing  in  blood>  and  neere  in  loue, 
Till  they  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 
Haue  ftoaptmy  necke  vnder  your  injuries, 
And  figh'd  my  Englifh  breath  in  forren  clouds, 
•  Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifhment, 
While  youhaiie  feddc  vpon  my  fcgniories, 
Difparkt  my  Parkes,and  feld  my  forrefl  woods, 

From  mine  owne  windowes  tome  my  houlhold  coate, 
RaCt  out  myimpreire,leauingrae  nofigne, 
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Saue  mens  opinions,  and  my  Iiiring  blood, 

To  Ihcwtheworldl  am  a  Gentleman* 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  then  twice  all  this*  * 

Condemn$you  to  the  death  *  fee  them  dcliueredouer 

To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death* 

iBufb.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroke  of  death  to  me, 
Then  BnUingbrook^  to  England  :  Lords  farewell. 

Greene.  My  comfort  is,  that  heauen  will  take  our  foules, 
And  plague  iniuftice  with  the  paines  of  hell# 

Bull.  My  Lord  Northumberland^  fee  them  difpatcht : 
Vnckle,  you  fay,  the  Queene  is  at  your  houfe, 
For  Gods  fake  fairelie  let  her  be  entreated, 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends; 
Take  fpeciall  care  my  greetings  be  deliuered. 

Yorke.  A  Gentleman  of  mine  I  haue  difpatcht 
With  letters  ©f  your  loue  to  her  at  large, 

BhIL  Thanks  (gentle  Vnckle : )  come  Lords,away$ 
To  fight  with  Glendor  and  his  complices, 
A  while  to  worke,  and  after  holiday,  ExtnnK 

Enter  the  King>  ss4umerle7  Car  Hie  ^  &c* 
King.  Barkloughly  Caftle  call  you  this  at  hand? 
Av.  Yea  my  Lord }  how  brook's  your  Grace  the  ayre 
After  your  late  totting  on  the  breaking  Seas  I 

King.  Need  s  muft  llike  it  well,  I  weepe  for  ioy* 
To  ftand  vpon  my  kingdomeonceagaine 
Deare  earth,  I  doe  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  Rebels  Moundjtheewith  their  Horfeshoofes*. 
As  along  parted  mother  with  her  Child, 
Plaies  fondliewith  her  teares,  and  fmiles in  meeting  5  ; 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  earth, 
And  doe  thee  fauour  with  my  royall  hands, 
lecde  not  thy  Soueraignes  foe,  my  gentle  earth,  . 
Nbr  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rauenous  fence, ; 
But  let  thy  Spiders^that  fuckevp  thy  venome, 
And  heauie  gatedToads  lie  in  their  way, 
Dooing  mnoyance  to  the  trecherous  feete. 
Which  with  vfurpingftepsdotraaiplethfcs. 
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Yccld  Ringing  nettles  to  mine  enemies ; 
And  when  they  from  my  bbfomc  plucke  a  flower, 
Guard  it  I  pray  thee  with  a  lurking  Adder, 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortall  touch, 
Throw  death  vpon  thy  Soueraigncs  enemies : 
Mocke  not  my  fenflelfe  conjuration  Lords : 
This  earth  (hallhaue  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftones 
Prooucarmed  Souldierscreher  natiueKing 
Shall  falter  vnder  fouie  rebellious  armes, 

Carl.  Feare  not  my  Lord,that  power  that  made  you  king, 
Hath  power  to  keepe  you  King  in  fpitc  of  all  j 
The  meanesthat  heauensyeeld  muft  be  imbrac't 
And  not  negle<fted#  Elfe  hcauen  would, 
And  we  would  not;  heauens  offer,  we  refufe 
The  pootfered  meanes  of  fuccours  and  redretfe. 

Aum.  He  meanes,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remilTc, 
Whilft  BullingbrGoke^  through  our  fecuritie* 
Growes  ftrong  and  great  in fubftance  and  in  power. 
King*  Difcomfortable  Coofin,  knowft  thou  not. 
That  when  the  fearching  eie  of  hcauen  is  hid 
Behind  the  globethatlights  thelower  world, 
Then  thee&es  and  robbers  range  abroade  vnfeene* 
Ifi  murthers5  and  in  outrage  bloodie  hecre* 
But  when  from  vnder  his  terreftriall  ball, 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eafterne  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  euery  guilty  hole  y 
Then  murders,treafons,  and  detcfted  iinnes, 
Thecloakeof  night  being  pluckt  from  off  their  backes* 
Stand  bare  and  naked  trembling  at  themfelues  : 
So  when  this  thiefe,  this  traitour  BuUtnobreoke^ 
Who  all  this  while  hath  reueld  in  the  nighty 
Whilft  we  were  wandring  with  the  Antipodes, 
Shall  fee  vs  riling  in  our  throne  the  Eaft, 
His  treafons  will  lit  blufhingin  his  face, 
Notable  to  endoare the  light  of  day, 
But  lelfeaffrighted^rembkd  fct  his  finne. 
Not  all  the  Water  in  the  rough  rude  Sea> 
Can  waih  the  balme  off  from  an  annaynted  King* 
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The  breath  of  worldly  men  c*n  cannot  depoft, 

Thedeputyele&edbytheLord,  V 

For  euery  man  that  BHttmgbr*ok$  hath  preft 

To  lift  Ihrewd  ftecle  Againtt  our  gplden  Crownc, 

God  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heauenly  pay, 

A  glorious  Angel :  then  if  Angels  fight, 

Wcake  men  muflt  fall*  for  heauen  (till  guards  the  right* 
;  Enter  Sali/b. 
King.  Welcome  my  Lord;how  farre  off  lies  yaur  powejf 
Sahjb.  Nor  neere,  nor  farthar  off,  my  gracious  Lori : 

Than  this  weake  arme  $  difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 

And  bids  me  fpcake  of  nothing  but  Defpaire, 

One  day  too  latc,l  feare,  my  noble  Lord 

Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  daies  on  earth, 

O  callbackeyefterday,  bid  Time  rcturne, 

And  thou  (hah  haue  twelue  thoufand  fighting  men : 

To  day,  to  day,  vnhappy  day,  too  late, 

Ouerthrowcs  thy  ioy  es,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftate : 

For  all  the  Welchmen  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 

Are  gone  to  BnHrngbrooks-*  difperft,  and  fled»  (pale? 
Antn.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  why  lookes  your  Grace  fo 
King.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled  i 

And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  agairaf 

Haue  I  not  reafon  to  looke  pale  and  dead  ? 

All  foules  that  will  befafe,  flic  from  my  fide, 

For  Time  hath  fet  a  blot  vpon  my  pride. 
Aum.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are* 
King.  I  had  forgot  my  felfe,  Am  I  not  King  ? 

Awake  thou  coward,  Maieftiethou  fleepeft, 

IsnottheKings  name  twenty  thoufand  names? 

Arme,  anne>my  name  a  puny  fubicft  ftrikes 

At  thy  great  glory,  looke  not  to  the  ground, 

Yce  fauowrites  of  aKing,  are  we  not  high  ? 

High  be  our  thoughts, I  know  my  Vnckle  York*  ("here? 

Hath  power  enough  to  feme  our  turne :  but  who  comes 
Enter  Scroopt. 

Screope.  More  health  and  happinetfc  betide  my  Liege, 
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Then  can  my  care^tunde  tongue  deliuer  him. 
King.  Mine  eare  is  open,  and  ray  heart  prepard, 

The  vvorft  is  worldly  lolfe  thou  canft  vnfold* 

Say>  is  my  kingdome  loft  !  Why  twas my  cara, 

And  what  lotfe  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  i 

Straits  Bnlbngbrooke  to  be  as  great  as  wee  i 

Greater  he  lhall  not  be :  if  he  ierue  God, 

Week  ferue  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  Co. 

Reuoltonr  Subieds/  that  we  cannot  mend> 

They  breake  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  vs : 

Crie  woe>  deftru  flion,  ruine^and  decay, 

Theworit  is  death, and  death  will  haue  his  day. 

Scroo.  Glad  am  1,  that  your  Highnelfe  is  Co  armd 
To  beare  the  tidings  of  calamities 
Like  an  vnfeafonable  ftormie  day, 
Which  make  the  iiluer  Riuers  drown  their  fhowers. 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dilfolud  to  teares> 
So  high  aboue  his  limits  fwels  the  rage 
Of  Bnlbngbrooke  >  couering  your  fearefull  land 
With  hard  bright  fteele,  aud  hearts  harder  then  fteclc  ? 
White  beards  haue  armd  their  thinne  and  baireleirefcalps 
Againftthy  jMkffeftie ♦  and  boyes  with  womens  voyces 
Striue  to  fpeake  biggc,  and  clap  their  female  ioynts 
In  ftiffevnwildkafmesjagainlt  thy  Crowne, 
Thy  very  beadf-mfen  iearne  to  bend  their  browcs, 
Of  double  fatal!  woe  agamEL  thy  fiate. 
Yeadiftalfe women  mannage  ruftie  Billes : 
Again  ft  thy  feate  both  young  and  bid  rebelt, 
And  all  goes  worfe  then  I  haue  power  to  tell. 

King ,i  o  welit  to  well  thou  telft  a  tale  Co  ill* 
Whereis theEaileof Wiltfhire?  whereisBagot? 
What  is  become  of  Bulliie?  whereis  Greene? 
That  they  hauelet  the  dangerous  enemie 
Meafure  our  confines  with  iuch  peacefull  fteps* 
If  we  preuaile,  their  heads  fhallpayfor  it: 
*  I  warrant  they  haue  made  peace  with  Bullingbrooke. 

Scro.  Peace  haue  they  made  with  him  indeed  my  Lord, 
J&B&m  Oh  Yillaines,  viperspdamnd  without  redemption, 

Dogs 
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Dogs  cafily  wonne  tofawne  on  any  man* 

Snakes  in  my  heart  blood  warmd,  that  fting  my  heart  j 

Three  1  udatfes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  then  Iudas, 

Would  they  make  peace  i  terrible  hell 

Make  warr  e  vpon  their  fpotted  foules  for  this* 

Scro.  Sweeteloue's  (I  fee)  changing:  his  property 
Turnes  tothefowreft  and  moft  deadliehatc* 
Againevncurfe  their  foules,  their  peace  is  made 
With  head,  and  not  with  hands,  thofe  whom  you  curfc 
Hauc  felt  the  wor  ft  of  deaths  deftroying  wound, 
Andlie  fulllow  grau'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 
Anm.  Is  Bufhie,Grcene,&  theEarle  of  Wiltfliire  dead! 
Scro.  Yea,all  of  them  at  Briftow  loft  their  heads,  j 
usiu.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 
King.  No  matter  where,  of  comfort  no  manfpcake. 
Letstalkeof  graues,ofwormes,  and  Epitaphs, 
Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainie  eyes  7, 
Write  forrow  on  the  bofome  of  the  earth* 
Letschoofe  Executors  and  talke  of  vvils : 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Saue  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground? 
Our  lands, our  liues,  and  all  are  Bullingbrootgs, 
And  nothing  can  wecallourowne,  but  death, 
And  that  fmall  modell  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  ferues  as  paft  andcouer  to  our  bones. 
For  Gods  fake  let  vs  fit  v  pon  the  ground ! 
And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  Kings, 
How  f©me  haue  beene  depofde,fome  flaine  in  warre, 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  haue  depofed, 
Some  poyfoned  by  their  wiues,  fome  fleeping  kild, 
All  murthered ;  for  within  thehollow  Crowne 
That  rounds  the  mortall  temples  of  a  King, 
Keepesdeath  his  Court>and  there  theantique  fits, 
Scoffinghis  ftate,and  grinning  at  his  pompe, 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fceane, 
To  Monarchife,  be  feard,and  kill  with  lookes, 
Infuling  him  with  felfe  and  vainc  conceit, 
As  if  this  flefli  which  walks  about  our  life* 
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WcreBratTe  impregnable :  and  humord  thu*, 
Comes  at  the  lait,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  Caftlc  walles,  and  farewell  King, 
Couer  your  heads,  and  mocke  not  flefh  and  blood* 
With  folemne  reucrence  throw  away  refped, 
Tradition,  forme,  and  ceremonious  dutie, 
For  you  haue  but  miftooke  me  all  this  while, 
I  liue  with  bread  like  you,  feele  want, 
Taft  griefe ,  need  friends ;  fubieded  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  mee,  I  am  a  King? 

CatL  My  Lord,  Wife-men  ne're  fit  and  *aile  their  woes 
But  prefentiy  preuent  the  waies  to  wailc, 
To  feare  the  foe,fince  feare  opprefleth  ftrength, 
Giues  in  your  weakened  ftrength  vnto  your  foe, 
Andfoyour  follies  fightagainlt  yourfclfe : 
Feare,  and  be  flaine,  no  wbrfe  can  come  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroy  ing  death, 
Where  fearing  dying,  paies  death  feruile  breath. 

Attm.  My  Father  hath  a  power,  inquireof  him, 
Andlearneto  makeabodyof  a  limme* 
Kwg.  Thouchidftmewell3  proud3^/^^^,  I  come 
To  change  blowes  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doome; 
This  Ague-fit  of  feare  is  ouerblowne, 
An  eafie  taske  it  is  to  winne  our  owne* 
Say  Scr&opey  Where  lies  our  Vnckle  with  his  power  ? 
Speakefweetly  man,  although  thy  lookes  be  fower. 

Scroofe*  Men  iudgc  by  the  complexion  of  theskie, 
The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day  $ 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heauy  eye : 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heauier  tale  to  fay, 
I  play  the  torturer  by  fmall  and  fmall, 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft  that  muft  be  fpoken : 
Your  Vnckle  Torke  is  ioyn'd  with  Bullingbrookg, 
And  all  your  Northern e  Caftles  yielded  vp, 
And  all  your  Southerne  Gentlemen  in  armes 
Vpon  his  partie. 

King*  Thou  haft  fayd  enough : 
Belbrcw  thee  Coofin  which  didft  lead  me  foorth 

Of 
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Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  difpaire. 

What  fay  you  now  i  What  comfort  hauevrCnow  ! 

By  heaucn  Ilehatc  himeucrlaftingly, 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more, 

Goe  to  Flint  Caftle,  there  ile  pine  away, 

A  King  woes  flauej  (hall  kingly  woe  obey : 

That  power  I  haue  j  difcharge,  and  let  them  go 

To  eare  the  Land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow  ? 

For  I  haue  none$  let  no  man  fpeake  againe 

To  alter  this,  for  counfell  is  but  vaine*. 

Aum.  My  Liege  one  word. 

King.  He  does  mg  double  wrong. 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue  i 
Difcharge  my  followers*  let  them  hence  away, 
From  Richards  night,  to  Bnllmghrookes  faire  day* 
Enter  BhIL  Torkf,  North* 

BhIU  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  lcarne* 
The  Welchmen  are  difpeartt,  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meete  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  priuate  friends,  vpon  this  coaft* 

North*  The  newes  is very  faire  and  good,  my  Lord;  \ 
Richard  not  farre  from  hence  hath  hid  hi*  head* 

Iforke.  It  would  befeeme  the  Lord  Northumberland* 
To  fay,  King  Richard,  alacke  the  heauie  day, 
When  fuch  afacred  King,(hould  hide  his  head* 

North.  Your  Grace  miftakesj  onely  to  be  briefe* 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

Tor.T  he  time  hath  bin,fhould  you  hanebin  fo  briefe  with 
He  would  haue  bin  fo  briefe  to  lhorten  you,  (hira 
For  taking  fo  the  head,your  whole  heads  length* 

BuL  Miftakc  not  (Vnckle)  further  then  you  fhould. 

7orke.  Takenotf  good  Coofin) further  then  you  fliould 
Leaft  you  miftake  theheauens  are  ouer  your  heads. 

BuL  I  know  it  Vnckle,  and  oppofe  not  my  fefe 
Againft  their  willes.  But,  who  comes  heere I   Muter  Percy* 
Welcome  Harry :  What,  will  not  this  Cafte  yceld? 

Hen.  "Per*  The  Caftle  is  Royally  mand  my  Lord. 
Againft  thv  entrance. 
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BhIL  Royally, why  it  containes  no  King. 

H.  Per,  Yes  ( my  good  L  ord) 
It  doth  containe  a  King,  King  Richardlks 
With  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  (Ion  e, 
And  with  him  the  Lord  AunkrUy  Lord  Salisburie, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroope,  befides  aCleargieman 
Of  holie  reuerencc,who  I  cannot  learne. 

North.  Oh  belike  it  is  the  Billiop  of  Carleile. 

BhU  Noble  Lords, 
Go  to  the  rude  ribkesdf  that  ancient  Caftle, 
Through  brafen  Trumpetfend  the  breath  of  parlce 
Into  his  ruinde  earcs,  and  thus  deliuer. 
H.BhL  onbothhiskne£$,doth  kifleking  Richards  hand. 
And  fends  alleagtfaaiceand  truefaith  of  heart 
To  his  Royall  perfon  :  hither  come 
Eucnat  hisfeete>tolay  my  armes  and  power: 
Prouided,  that  my  banifhment  repeald, 
Andlandstcftored  againebe  freely  grauntcd  5 
If  not,  ile  vfe  the  aduantage  of  my  power, 
Andlay  thefummers  duft  with  lliowrcs  of  blood, 
Raindfrom  the  woundsof  flaughteredEnglinflimen  i 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  themind  ofBHUingbrotke 
It  is,fuchchrimFontempeft  ftiouldbedrencht, 
The  frefh  greene  lap  of  faire  KingRichardslznd? 
My  ftooping  dutie  tenderlie  (hall  rticw. 
Go  figniheas  much,  while  here  we  march 
Vpon  the  graffie  carpet  of  this  f>laine  5 
Lets  march  without  the  noyfeof  threatning  drumme, 
That  from  this  Caftles  tattered  battlements, 
Our  faire  appointments  may  be  wellpcrufd. 
Me  thinks  King  Richard  and  my  felfe  ftiould  meete 
With  no  letfe  terrour  then  the  Elements 
Of  Fire  and  Water,  when  their  thundringfmoake, 
At  meeting  tear esthe  cloudy  cheekes  of  heauen. 
Be  he  the  Fire,  He  be  the  yeelding  Water  $ 
The  rage  be  his,whilft  on  the  earth  1  raigae 
My  Water's  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him: 
March  on*  and  markc  King  Richard  how  helookes. 
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BhIU  See,  fee,  King  Richard  dotlh  himfelfe  appears 
As  doth  the  bluihingdifcontented  Sunne 
From  out  the  fierie  portall  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceiues  the  enuious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dimme  his  glorie,  and  to  ftaine  the  tracke 
Of  his  bright  palfage  to  the  Occident. 

Torke.  Yet  lookes  he  like  a  King, behold  his  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagles*  lightens  foorth 
Controlling  Maieftiej  alackefor  woe. 
That  any  harme  (hould  ftaine  fo  faire  a  ihew* 

King.  We  are  amazd,  and  thus  long  haue  wc  ftood* 
To  watch  the  fearefull  bending  of  thy  knee, 
Becaufe  we  thought  our  felfe  the  lawfull  King  J 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  ioy  nts  forget 
To  pay  their  awcfull  dude  to  our  presence  i 
If  we  be  not,  (hew  vs  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  difmift  vs  from  our  Stewardship  % 
Eor  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone, 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  Scepter, 
Vnlelfe  he  do  prophane,  fteale,  or  vfurpe ; 
And  though  you  thinkethat alias  you  haue.  done,,  / 
Haue  tome  their  foules,  by  turning  them  from  vs, 
And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friends : 
Yet  know,  my  Mai  fter  God  omnipotent j 
Is  muttering  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf^ 
Armies  of  Peftilence,  and  they  fhall  ftrikc 
Your  Children  yet  vnborne,  and  vnbegot, 
That  lift  your  vaffaile  hands  againft  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glorie  of  my  precious  Crownc, 
Tell  Bnllingbrooke  (for  yon  me  thinks  he  ftands) . 
That  euenc  ftride  he  makes  vpon  my  land. 
Is  dangerous  treafon he  is  come  to  open 
The  purple  Teftament  of  bleeding  Warre ; 
But  ere  the  Crowne  he  lookes  for,  line  in  peac^ 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crownes  of  mothers lonne^ 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  Englaods  face, 
Change  the  complexion  of  Mayd-pale  peace^ 


TheTrtgeditof 
To  fcarlet indignation,  and  bedcaw 
Jfcr  paftors  gratfe  with  faithfull  Englifh  blood 

ciitft  ThfKinPfiicaucnforbid^urLordthekinfi 
bhould  to  with  ciuill  and  vnciuill  armcs  6 

Bcruftitrpon.  Thy  thrifc noble  Coofin, 

Harry  'Bitllmgtn-ookt  doth  humbly  kitfe  thy  hand, 

And  by  the  honourable  Tombe  he  fweares, 

That  ftands  vpoh  your  royall  Grandfircs  bones* 

And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  bloods 

Currents  that  fpring  from  one  mod  gracious  head 

And  by  the  buried  hand  of  Warlike  Gaunt, 

And  by  the  worth and  honour  of  himfelfe, 

Comprifing  all  that  maybe  fworne  or  faid, 

His  comming  hither  hath  no  further  fcope, 

Then  for  his  lineall  Royalties,  and  to  beg°e 

Infranchifcment  immediate  on  his  knees, 

Which  on  thy  Royall  partiegraunted  once, 

His  glittering  Armcs  he  will  commend  to  ruft, 

His  barbed  Steeds  to  Stables,  and  his  heart 

To  faithfull  feruice  of  your  Maieftie. 

This  fweares  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince  iufl  : 

And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

Northtmberhndtky  thus ;  the  King  returnes 

Hit  sobie  Coofin  is  right  welcome  hither, 

Ancrall  the  number  ofhis  faire  demaunds 

Shall  be  accompliftit  without  contradiction, 

With  all  tkc  gracious  vtterancc  thou  haft ; 

Speakc  to  hisgrntle  hearing  kind  commends ; 

We  doc  debafe  ourfclucs  (Coofin)  do  wee  not  ? 

To  looke fo  poorely,  and  to  fpeake  fo  faire  ? 

Shall  we  call  backe  Northumberland,  and  fend 

Defiance  to  the  Traitour,  and  fo  die  ? 

■Atm.  Nogood  my  Lord,  lets  fight  with  gentle  words, 

rill  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful!  fwords. 

tu^T*  on  ^od  tnat  ere  tnis  to»gue  of  mine, 

1  hat  laid  the  fentencc  of  dread  banifhment 
On  you  proud  man,  mould  take  it  off  againe, 
Withwords  of  foothJ  Ohthatlwereas  great, 

As 


Richard  the  Second* 

As  i  s  my  griefc,  or  lellcr  then  my  name  J 

Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  haue  been ! 

Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  nowi 

Swell'ft  thou  (proud  heart,J  Ilegiuetheefcopetobeat, 

Since  foes  haue  (cope  to  beat  both  thee  and  nice* 
Aum.  Northumberland comes  backe  from  Bultingbrookg* 
King.  What  muft  the  King  do  now  ?  muft  he  uibmit  I 

The  King  ihall  do  it ;  Muft  he  bedepofde  i 

The  King  (hall  be  contented :  Muft  he  loofe 

The  name  of  a  King  ?  a  Gods  name  let  it  goe : 

He  giue  my  j  ewels  for  a  fet  of Beades : 

My  gorgeousPallace,for  a  Hermitage: 

My  gay  Apparell,  for  an  Almef-mans  Gowne ; 

My  ngurde  Goblets,  for  adilh  of  Wood : 

My  Scepter,  for  a  Palmers  walking  Staffe: 

MySubie&s,  forapayreofcaruedSaints: 

And  my  large  Kingdome,  for  a  little  Craue $ 

Alittle  little  Graue,  an  obfcureGrauc, 
Or,  ile  be  buried  in  the  Kings  hie  way, 
Some  way  of common  trade,  where  fubie&s  feete 
May  hou'rely  trample  on  their  Soueraignes  head  j 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now  w  hilft  I  liue  .* 
And  buried  once,  why  not  vpon  my  head  i 
Aumerlefhou  weepelt(my  tender-hearted  Coofin) 
Weele  make  foule  weather  with  defpifed  ceares  $ 
Our  fighes,  and  they,  (hall lodge  the  fummcr  corne, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  reuoltingland : 
Or  (hall  vve  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
And  make fome  pretty  match  with  (heading  teares, 
And  thus  to  drop  them  ftill  vpon  one  place, 
Till  they  haue  fretted  vs  a  paire  of  Graues 
Within  the  earth :  and  therein  layde  $  their  lies 
Two  kinfmen  dig'd  their  Graues  with  weeping  eyes  ? 
Would  not  this  ill  doe  well  I  well  well  I  fee, 
I  talke  but  idlely,  and  you  laugh  at  mee. 
Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  Northumberland) 
What  fayes  King  Bullingbrooke^  will  his  Maieft ic 
Giue  RichardUzuc  toliue  till  Richard  diet 

G  <  You 


TheTragedUof 

You  make  a  legge,  and  Bullingbrooke  faycs  L 

North,  My  Lord,  in  the  baje  court  hcdoth  attend, 
To  fpeakewith  you :  may  it  pleafeyou  tocome  downe. 

King.  Z>owne,downeI  come,  like  glittering 
Wanting  themannage  ofvnruly  lades. 
In  the  bale  courts  bale  court  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  Traytors  calles^and  do  them  grace* 
In  the  bale  court  come  downe:  downe  court>downe  King 
For  night-owles  flireeke  where  mounting  larks  lhould  fing 
BvlU  What  fayes  his  Maieftie? 
North.  Sorrow  and  griete  of  heart; 
Makes  him  fpeake  fonuly  like  a  franticke  man ; 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bull.  Stand  all  apart* 
And  Ihew  faire  dime  to  his  Maieftie :      He  k&eetes  dome* 
My  gracious  Lord* 

King.  Faire  Coofin  you  debafeyourPrincely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiflingit : 
Me  rather  had  my  heart  might  feeleyour  loue* 
Then  my  vnpleafed  eye  fee  your  curtelie ; 
Vp  Coofin  vp,  your  heart  is  vp  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  knee  be  low. 
»  Bull*  My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  owne. 
King.  Your  owne  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours  and  all. 
Bull.  So  fa'rre  be  mine,  my  mod  redoubted  Lord, 
As  my  ti  ue  feruice  Gull  deferue  your  loue. 

King.  Well  you  deferue  ;  they  well  deferue  to  haue* 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  andfurett  way  to  get. 
Vnckle,  giue  me  your  hands  ;  nay  dry  your  eye*, 
Tearesihew  their  loue,  but  want  therr  remedies. 
Coofin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  Father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  Heyre  ; 
What  you  will  haue,  He  giue,  and  willing  too  i 
lor  doe  we  mutt,  whatforce  will  haue  vs  do : 
Set  on  towards  London,  Coofin  is  it  fo? 
Bull.  Yea  my  good  Lor  d. 

Thenlmuftnotfayno.  cx#*»h 

Etacr. 


Jticbardtlft  Second, 
Etiter -the  gnememth her attendants. 

Slue.  Whatfport  fhall  we  deuifc  heere  in  this  garden, 
To  driue  away  the  heauie  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam  weele  play  at  bowles. 

gne.  Twill  make  me  thinke  the  world  is  full  of  rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runnes  againft  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam  weclcdaunce. 

My  legs  can  keepe  no  meafure  in  delight, 
Whenmypooreheartnomeafurekeepesingricfci 
Therefore  no  dauncingglrle,fomtotherfpwt. 

Lady.  Madam  weele  tell  tales, 

J2*fe.  Offorro w  or  of  griefe  i 

Lady,%  Of  either  Madam. 

gne.  Of  neither  girle, 
For  if  ef  ioy,  being  altogither  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  t 
Or  if  of  griefe,  being  altogither  fadd,      *  % 
It  addes  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  ioy- 
Tor  what  J  haue  Ineedenotto  repeate, 
And  whatlwant  it  bootcs  nottocomplainc. 

Lady.  Madam  ile  fing.  r 

Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe, 
But  thou  Ihouldft  pleafe  me  better  wouldrt  thou  weepe. 
Lady,  1  could  weepe  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

A$T'    Kd  Icouldfi"8  would  weepmgdoZiood 
Andneuerborowanyteareofth.ee  u«6wa? 
But  ftay,  heere  commeth  the  Gardincrs, 
Lets  ftep  into  the  Ihadow  of  thefe  trees. 
Mywretchcdnetrevntoarowofpines. 
They  will  talke  of  Hate,  for  cucry  one  doth  fo, 

Againftachangewocisforc-runnewithwoe, 

EnterGatdiners 

Goetho^aiidlits  anexecutionct  S 
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Cut  off  the  heads  of  two  faft  growing  fprayes, 
That  looke  too  loftie  in  our  Common-wealth : 
Allmuft  be  euen  in  our  gouerment. 
You  thus  imployde,  I  will  goe  roote  away 
The  noyfome  Weedes  that  without  profit  fucke 
The  foylesfertilitie  from  holfome  Flowers. 

Man.  Why  ihouldweinthecompalleofaPale, 
Keepe  law  and  forme,  and  due  proportion, 
Shewing  in  a  modellour  firmc  eftate, 
When  our  fea-walled  Garden,  the  whole  Land 
Is  full  of  Weedes  $  her  faireft  Flowers  choakt  vp, 
Her  fruit  trees  all  vnprund  her  hedges  ruinde, 
Her  Knots  difordered,  and  her  holefome  Hearbes 
Swarming  with  Caterpiliers, 

Gard,  Hold  thy  peace, 
He  that  hathfuffred  this  difordered  Spring, 
Hath  now  himfelfe  met  with  the  fall  of  Leafe : 
The  Weedes  that  his  broade  fpreading  Leaues  did  fhelter^ 
That  feemde  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  vp, 
Are  puld  v  p,  roote  and  all,  by  Bnllingbrooke : 
I  meane  the  Earlc  oiwdtfhire^  Buihie,  Greene. 

CMan.  What,  are  they  dead  i 

Gard.  They  are, 
And  Bullrngbrooke  hath  feizd  the  waftfull  King* 
Oh  what  pittie  it  is,  that  he  had  not  fo  trimde 
And  dreft  his  Lands  as  we  this  Garden,  at  time  of  yeere 
Do  wound  the  barke,  the  skinne  of  our  fruit  trees, 
Lead  being  ouer-proud  w»th  fappe  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felfe. 
Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  haue  liude  to  bcare,  and  he  to  taftc 
Their  fruites  of  duetie :  fuperfluous  branches 
We  loppe  away,that  bearing  boughes  may  line : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelfe  had  borne  the  Crowne, 
Which  wafte  of  idle  houres  hath  quite  thrownedowne, 

Man.  What ,  thinke  you  the  King  (hall  be  depofdef 

<jard,  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depofde 

Tis 


Richard  the  Second. 

T'is,doubt  he  will  be.  Letters  camelafl  night 
To  a  deare  friend  of  the  Duke  of  York**, 
That  t$\  blacke  tidinges* 

Queen,  Oh!  I  amprelt  to  death  through  want  of  /peaking 
Thou  old  y^ww  likenesfettodreife  this  Garden, 
How  dares  thy  harih  rude  tongue  found  this  vnpleafmg 
What  Eue  i  What  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee,    f  newesj 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  i 
Why  doft  thou  fay  King  Rtchardh  depofde? 
Darit  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  then  earth 
Diuine  his  downe  fall  ?  Say*  where,  when,  and  how 
Camftthouby  this  ill  tidinges/fpeake  thou  wretch  I 

Gard  Pardon  me  Madam,  little  ioy  haue  I 
To  breath  thefe  newes,yet  what  I  fay  is  true : 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Hullingbrooke ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weyde. 
In  your  Lo.  fcale,  is  nothing  but  himfelfe, 
And  fonie  few  vanitiesthat  make  him  light ; 
But  in  the  ballance  of  gxedit  Bultingbrooke, 
Befides  himfelfe,  are  all  theEngliih  Peeres, 
And  with  that  oddes,  he  wheighes  KingRichard  down*. 
Poft  you  to  London,  and  you  will  finde  it  fo  $ 
I  fpeake  no  more  then  euery  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  Mifchaunce,  that  artfo  light  of  foot  e> 
Doth  not  thy  embaflage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  laft  that  knowes  it  ?  Oh  thou  thinkeft 
Toferue  melaft,that  I  may  longeft  kecpe 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft :  come  Ladyes,goe 
To  meete  at  London*  Londons  King  in  woe* 
What,  was  I  borne  to  this,  that  my  fadd  looke, 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bullingbroolg* 
Gardner,  for  telling  me  thefe  newes  of  woe, 
Pray  God  the  plants  thou  graftft  may  neuer  grow.  Bxit 

GW.PooreQueene,  fo  that  thy  ft  ate  might  be  no  worfc 
I  would  my  skill  were  fubied  to  thy  curfe , 
Heerc  did  (he  drop  a  teare,heere  in  this  place*  i 
Ilefet  a  bancke  of  Rewfowre  Hearbe-of-gr*c$  % 

G  3  Rew* 


The  Tr age  Ait 'of 

Rew,  cucn  for  Ruth,  hcerc  fliortly  fhall  be  feene, 
In  remembrance  ofa  weeping  Queene.  Exeunt 4 

Enter  cBullingbrooke>  Aumerle7  md  others. 

Bull*  Call,foorthBagct.  -  Enter  B apt. 

Now  Bagot,  freely  fpeake  thy  mind, 
What  thou  doft  know  ofnoble  Gloccftcrs  deaths 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  performdc 
TheBloodie  ofHce  of  his  timelelfc  end? 

Hagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 

Bull,  Coofin,  ftandfoorth,  andlooke  vpon  that  man. 

Tagct*  My Lord  Aumerle,  1  know  your  daring  tongue, 
Scornes  to  vnfay  what  once  it  hath  deliuered : 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glocefters  death  was  plotted,  - 
I  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  arme  of  length,  * 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftfull  Enghlh  court 
As  farre  as  Callice  to  mine  Vnckles  head  I 
Amongft  much  other  talke,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay,thatyou  had  rather  refute 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crownes, 
ThcnBu/tiugbroekesretume  to  England,  adding!withall, 
How  bleftrhis  land  would  beinthisyour  Coofins  death* 

sAwn%  Princes,  and  noble  Lords, 
What  anfwere  fliall  I  make  to  this  b  afe  man  ! 
Shall  I  Co  much  difhonour  my  faire  llarres, 
On  equall  tearmesto  giue  him  chafticement? 
Either  I  muft,or  hauemine  Honour  foyld 
With  the  attainder  of  his  flaunderoushps: 
There  is  my  gage,  t  he  manuallfeale  of  death, 
Thatmarkes  the  r  out  for  Hell ;  thou  lieft, 
And  will  maintaine  what  thou  haft  fay  d,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  heart  Wood,  though  being  all  too  bale 
To  ftaine  the  temper  of  my  knightly  Sword* 
Bull  Bagot,  forbeare,  thou  fkalt  not  take  it  vp« 

ssium.  Exceptmgone,I  would  he  were  the  heft 
In  all  this  prefence3  that  hath  mooud  mefo. 

Fit**  If  that  tkfy  v  alour  ftand  on  fimpathi% 
There  i$my  gage  ^wwr/*>ingagetothine  j 

By 
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By  that  faire  Sonne  that  Ihewes  rne  where  thou  ftandft  , 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpakft  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glocefters  death : 
If  thou  denied  it  twentie  times,  thoulyeft, 
And  I  will  turne  thy  falfliood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  Rapiers  poynt 
cAum.  Thou  darft  not  (coward)  liue  I  to  fee  the  day^ 
fit*,.  Now  by  my  foule,  I  would  it  were  this  houre. 
Anm.  Fitzwaters,  thou  art  dampd  to  hell  for  this* 
L.  Ter.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft,  his  honour  is  as  true,; 
In  this  appealers  thou  art  all  vniuft, 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
To  prooue  it  on  thee  to  the  extreameft  poynt 
Of  mortall  breathing,  feize  it  if  thoudar'ft. 

*Aum,  And  ifldo  not,may  my. hands  rot  off, 
Andneuer  brandifh  more  reuengefu  11  ileele 
Ouer  the  glittering  helmet  ofmy  foe. 

Another  L.  I  take  the  earth  to  the  like(forfwone  Akmcrk^ 
And  fpur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies, 
As  it  may  be  hollowed  in  thy  trecherous  eare 
From  finne to  finne :  there  ismy  honourspawne* 
IngageK  to  the  try  all  if  thou  darfh 

Aum.  Who  fets  me  elfe  i  by  heauen  He  throw  at  all** 
I  haue  a  thoufaad  fpirits  in  one  breaft,  - 
To  anfwere  twenty  thoufondfuch  as  you;  . 

Sur.  My  Lord  Fitz  water>  I  do  remember  weti 
The  verie  time  Autnerleznd  you  did  talke. 

Fitz.  Tis  very  true, you  werem  prcfene  then> 
And  you  can  witnelfe  with  me  this  is  true. 
Sur*  As  fal fe  by  heauen,  as  heauen  itfelfe  is  true.* 
Fit*.  Surrie,  thou  lieft,  (fwordi- 
$nr.  Difnonorable  boy,  that  ly  fhalllyfoheauicOn  my 
That  it  fhall  render  vengeance  and  reuenge 
Till  thou  the  lie-giuer,  aud  that  li  e  do  lie, 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  Fathers  fculK 
In  proofe  whereof  there  is  my  honours  pawne? 
Ingage  it  to  the  tryali  if  thou  dwff . 
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Fittn  How  fondly  doft  thoufpurre  a  forward  horfe* 
If  1  dare  eate,  or  drinke,  or  breathy  or  liue, 
I  dare  meet  Surry  in  a  WilderneiTe, 
And  fpitvpon  him  whilft  I  fay  he  lyes, 
And  lyes,and  lyes :  there  is  my  bond  of  Fay  th, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  correction : 
As  I  intend  to  thriue  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerleis  guiltie  of  my  true  appeale. 
Bcfides  ,1  heare  thebanifhed  Norffelkefay : 
That  thou  Aumerle  did  ft  fend  two  of  t  hy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  of  Calicc. 
^   *Aum.  Some  honeft  Chriftiantruftnie  with  a  gage, 
ThztNorfolkelyzs,  heere  do  I  throw  downethis, 
If  he  may  be  repeald  to  try  his  honour  ? 

BulU  Thefe  differences  (hall  all  reft  vnder  gage  > 
TillNorfo/kebe  repeald, repeald  he  (hall  be, 
And  Though  mine  enemie,reftor*d  againe 
To  all  his  Lands  and  Signories  ;when  he  is  returned, 
Againft  sAumerle  we  will  inforcchis  triall. 

for/y  That  honorable  day  (hall  neuer  be  fcene : 
Many  a  time  hath  baniflitNorfolke  fought 
For  Iefus  Chrift,  in  glorious  Chriftian  field, 
Streaming  the  Enfigneof  the  Chriftian  crofte, 
Againft  blacke  Pagans,  Tnrkes,  and  Saracens,  ; 
And  toyld  with  workes  of Warre,  retir'dhimfelfe 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venice  gaue 
His  Body  to  a  pleaf ant  countries  earth, 
And  his  pure  foule  vntohis  CaptaineChrift, 
Vnder  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long* 

BulL  WhyBilhop^isiWrf^dead? 

CarL  As  fure  aslliue,my  Lord# 

Bull.  Sweet  peece  condud  hisfweet  foule  to  the  bofome 
Of  good  old  Abraham  :  Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  (hall  all  reft  vnder  gage, 
Till  weafsigneyou  toyourdayes  of  triall. 
EttterYork$<> 

Torke,  Great  Duke  of  Lancafter,  I  come  to  thee, 

From 


Rubdrdthe  Second. 

From  pliwne-pluckt  KUhard^ho  with  willing  foulc 
Adopts  thee  Heire,and  his  high  Scepter  ycelds 
To  the  potfeflion  of  thy  royallhand.- 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defcendingnow  from  him. 
And  long  liue  Henrie>  fourth  of  that  name. 

BuU  In  Gods  name.  He  afcend  the  Regall  throne* 

Carl.  Mary  God  forbid. 
Worft  in  this  Royall  prefence  I  may  fpeake : 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeake  the  truth : 
Would  God  any  in  this  noble  prefence* 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  vprightludgc 
Of  noble  Orchard:  Then  true  noblenelfe  would 
Learne  him  forbearance  from  fo  foule  a  wrong, 
Whatfubieft  can  giue  fentence  on  his  King  I 
And  who  fits  heere  that  is  not  Richards  fubied  ? 
Theeues  are  not  iudged,  but  they  are  by  toheare* 
Although  apparant  guilt  be  feene  in  them; 
And  (hall  the  figure  of  Gods  Maieftie, 
His  Captaine,  Steward,  depute,  eled, 
Annointed,  crowned,  planted  many  y eares, 
Beiudg'd  byfubied:  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himfelfe  not  prefent !  Oh forfend  it  God, 
That  in  a  Chriftian  Climate  foules  refinde, 
Should  (hew  fo  hainous  blacke  obfecne  a  deede. 
f*  I  fpeake  to  fubie&s,  and  a  fubie&fpeakes, 
Stird  vp  by  God  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 
My  Lord  of  Herefordhzvz  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foulc  traitor  to  proud  HerefordsKing, 
And  if  you  Crowne  him,  let  me  prophefie, 
The  blood  of  Englifti  fhallmanure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groane  for  his  foule  a&, 
Peace  fhall  goe  fleepe  with  Turkes  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  feateof  peace,  tumultqpus  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound 
"Diforder,  horror,  feare  and  mutinie, 
Shall  heere  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  cald 
The  field  of  Golgotha  and  dead  mens  skuls. 
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Oh  if  you  raife  this  houfeagainft  his  houfe, 

It  will  the  wofulleft  diuiuon  prooue, 

That  cuer  fell  vpon  this  curled  earth : 

Preueat  it,  refill  it,  and  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Lead  child,  childs  children  crie  againftyouwoe. 

North.  Well  haue  you  argued  lir*  and  for  your  paines> 
Of  Capitall  treafon,  we  arreft  you  here : 
My  Lord  of  Weftminftcr,  beityourcharge> 
To  keepe  him  fafely  till  his  day  of  tnall. 
May  k  pleafeyou  Lords,  to  graunt  the  common  fuite* 
Fetch  hither  Ricbard,thtt  in  common  view 
Hemayfurrender,fowe  fliall  proceed  without  fulpitioflf 

Torke.  1  will  be  his  condu<5h 

BhL  Lords,  you  that  are  here,  are  vnder  our  arrefl> 
Procure  your  Sureties  for  your  daies  of  anfwere  y 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  louc. 
And  little  lookeforat  your  helping  hands. 


TZjcb.  Alackc  why  ami  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  haue  lliooke  off  the  regall  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  raignd  j  I  hardlieyct  hauelearnt 
To  infmuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  limbes  ? 
Giue  forrow  leaue  a  while  to  tutor  me  to  this  fubmiffion  J 
Yet  I  well  remember  the  fauours  of  thefe  men, 
Were  they  not  mine  ?  did  they  not  fometimes  crie  alhaile 
Tome?  fo  Iudas  did  to  Chrift  5  but  he  intwelue, 
Found  truth  in  all  but  one  3 1  in  twelue  thoufand  none : 
God  faue  the  King,will  no  man  fay  Amen : 
Am  I  both  Priefl:  and  Clarke  $  well  then,  Amen. 
God  faue  the  King,  although  I  be  not  hee, 
And  yet  Amen,  if  heauen  do  thinke  him  mec :       %.  * 
To  do  what  feruice  am  I  fent  for  hither : 

Torke.  To  do  that  oftice  of  thine  owne  good  will, 
Which  tired  Maieftie  did  make  thee  offer ; 
The  refignation  of  thy  State  and  Crowne 
To  Harry  BuUingbrooke, 
Rub.  Seaze  the  Crowne.  jxwb  ?  B  aft Ji 


Hecrc 


Richdrdthe  Second* 

FJeere  Coofin,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  &  on  that  fideyouft 
JSJow  is  this  golden  Grownelikea  deepe  Well, 
That  owes  two  Buckets  filling  one  an  other, 
The  emptier  euer  daunting  in  the  ayre, 
The  other  dovvne  vnfeene,  and  full  of  Water : 
T  hat  Bucket  downe,  and  full  of  tearcs,  am  I, 
Prinking  my  griefe,  whilft  you  mount  vp  on  high* 
BaU  1  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refigne  ? 
Ric.  My  Crownc  I  am,  but  ft  ill  my  griefes  arc  mine : 
You  may  my  Glories  and  my  State  depofe, 
But  not  my  Griefes,  ftdl  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Bul\  Par  t  of  your  Cares  you  giue  me  with  your  Crown* 
Rich ♦  Your  cares  fee  vp,  do  not  plucke  my  cares  downs 
My  care  is  lolle  of  care,  by  old  care  done, 
Your  care  is  gaine  of  care  by  new  care  won  : 
The  cares  I  giue,  I  haue,  though  giuen  away> 
They  tend  the  Growue,  yet  ft  ill  with  me  they  ftay. 
Bui.  Are  you  contented  to  refigne  the  Crowne  I 
Rich.  I,  no  no  I  j  for,  I  muft  nothing  bee, 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  refi  gnc  to  thee, 
Now  marke  me  how  I  will  vndoe  my  felfe  .• 
I  giue  this  heauie  waight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  vnweildie  Scepter  from  my  hand, 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  owne  teares  I  walli  away  my  balme, 
With  mine  owne  hands  1  giue  away  my  CrownCj 
With  mine  owne  tongue  denie  my  facred  ftate, 
With  mine  owne  breath  releafeail  duties  rites, 
AH  pompe  and  Maieftk  I  doe  forf  weare, 
My  Mannors,  Rents*  Reuenewe*  1  fen  goe, 
My  A&es,Decrees,and  Statutes  I  denie 
God  pardon  all  Oathes  that  are  broke  tome* 
God  Iceepe  all  Vpwes  rnbroke.  that  fv*  eare  to  thee  % 
Make  me  that  nothing  haue,  w:th  nothing  grieu  1> 
And  thou  with  all  pleafd,  tb  at  haft  all  ate i  lcud 
Longmayft  thou  liue  in  "Richards  feat  to  fit* 
And  foone  He  Ric hard  in  an  earthly  pit  * 
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Godfaue  King  Harry  vnkingd  Richard  hits, 
And  fend  him  many  yceres  of  Sun-fhines  daies* 
What  more  remaines  I 

North.  No  more j  but  that  you  read 
Thefc  accufations?  and  thefe  grieuous<^imes, 
Committed  by  your  pcrfon3  and  your  followers* 
Againft  the  ftate  and  profite  of  this  Land  $ 
That  by  confeffing  them,  the  foules  of  men 
May  deeme  that  y  ou  are  worthily  depofde. 

Rich.  Muft  1  docfo?  and  mull  Irauellout 
My  Weaud  vp  Folly?  gentle  Northumberland ? 
If  thy  offences  were  vpon  record, 
.  Would  it  notlhametheeinfofairea  troope> 
To  read  a  ledureof  them,  if  thou  wouldft, 
There  (houldlt  thou  find  one  hainous  Article, 
Containing  the  depofi-ng  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ft  rong  warrant  of  an  Oath, 
Mark:  with  a  blot,  damd  in  the  booke  of  heauen  \ 
Nay  of  you  that  (land  and  lookc  vpon, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchedneile  doth  bate  my  felfe  $ 
Though  fbme  of  you  (with  dilate )  walh  your  hands^ 
Shewing  an  outward  pittie,  yet  you  Pilates, 
Haue  heere  deliuered  me  to  my  fowre  Crolle, 
And  watercannotwafh  away  y  our  finne. 

North.  My  Lord  difpatch,  read  "ore  thefe  Articles* 

Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tearcs,  I  cannot  fee  \ 
And  yet  fait  water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  Traitors  here ; 
Nay,  if  I  turnemine  eies  vpon  my  felfe, 
I  find  my  felfe  aTraitor  with  the  reft  -9 
For  J  haue  giuen  here  my  foules  confetft 
To  vndeckc  the  pompous  body  of  a  King  ^ 
Made  gIoriebace,and  Soueraigntie  a  flauej 
Proud  Maieftie  a  fubieft,  State  apeafant. 

North.  My  Lord. 

Kick.  No  Lord  of thine>thou  haught  infultingman* 
Nojrno  mans  Lord  $  I  haue  no  name*  no  title, 


Rtchard  the  second. 

No  not  that  name  was  giucn  me  at  the  Font, 

Buttisvfurptj  alacketheheauicday 

That  I  haue  worne  fo  many  Winters-out,. 

And  know  not  now,  what  name  to  call  my  felfe, 

O  that  I  were  a  mockerie  Kjng  of  Snow, 

'  Standing  before  the  funne  of  BulUngbrooke, 

To  melt  my  felfe  away  in  water  drops. 

Good  King,  great  Kings  and  yet  not  greatly  good 3, 

And  if  my  name  be  (tarling,yet  in  England 

Let  it  command  a  mirrour  hither  ftraite 

That  it  may  Ihew  me  whata  face  1  haue, 

Sinceitisbanckrout  of  his  Maieftic. 
BhL  Go  focae  of  you  and  fetch  alooking-glaflc* 
North.  Read  ore  this  paper  while  the  Glalfe  doth  come, 
Rich.  Ficnd,thou  torments  me  ere  I  come  to  HelL 
"Bui.  Vrge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland. 
North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfied. 
Rich.  They  (hall  be  fatisfied,  He  read  enoughf 

When  I  doe  fee  the  very  Booke  indeed. 

Where  all  my  finnes  arc  writ,  and  that's  my  felfe, 

GiuemethegiaiTe:  no  deeper  wrinkles  yet  f 

Hath  forrow  ftroke  fo  many  blow.es  vpon  this 

Face  of  mine,  anctmade  no  deeper  wounds  I 

Oh  flattering  GlalTe,  like  to  my  flollowers  in  profperitiel 

Was  thisthe  face  that  euery  day  vnder  his 

Houlhold  roofe  did  keepe  ten  thoufahd  men  I 

Was  this  the  face  that  faaft  fo  many  follies, 

Andwasatlaft  outfaaft  by '  Eullmghrotkct 

A  brittle  Gloriefliineth  in  this  face, 

As  brittle  as  theGlorie  is  the  face, 

For  there  it  iscrackt  in  a  hundred  friuers  * 

MarkefilentKing  the  morallofthis  fpor, 

How  foone  my  forrow  hath  deftroyd  my  face. 
TSfd.  The  rtiadow  ofyour  forrow  hath  deftroyd 

The  (hadow  of  your  face. 
Rich.  Say  that  againe :  thefliadow  of  my  forrow  $ 

Halcts  fee  stis  very  true,  mygriefe 
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Lies  all  within,  and  thefc  ex ternall  manners 
Of  laments  are  meerely  ihadowes  to  the  vnfeene, 
Gri efethat  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortured  foule: 
And  I  thanke  thee  King  that  not  onely  giuelt 
Me  caufeto  wade,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  thecaufe:  lie  begge  one  boone. 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more* 

EulU  Name  it  faire  Coofin. 

Rich.  Faire  Coofe,  why  ?  I  am  greater  then  a  King : 
For  when  I  was  aking,my  flatterers  were  then  but  fubie&s 
Being  now  afubied:*  I  haueaKingheere 
To  my  flatterers  beingfe  great, I  haue  no  need  to  beg. 

2?*/.  Yetaske. 

Rich.  And  fliall  I  haue  it? 

BhI.  You  /hall. 

Rich*  Why  then  giue  me  leaue  to  goe. 
'  Whither? 

Ric.  Whither  you  will,  fol  were  from  your  fights. 

Bui.  Goe  fome  of  you  conuay  him  to  the  tower* 

Rich.  Ogood conuay^conuayers  areyou  all, 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  Kings  fall* 

BhI.  On  Wadnefday  next  we  folemnely  fet  downe> 
Our  Coronation  5  Lords  prepare  y  our  felues* 
Exeunt*  MarietWeft.CArkill^AHmerU. 

*Abb*t.  A  woefull  Pageant  i*aue  we  heere beheld. 

Car.  The  woe's  to  come  7  the  children  yet  v  nborne, 
ShalLfeeJe  this  day  as  fliarpe  to  tttem  as  thorne*- 

*Aum.  You  holy  Clergiemen>  is  there  no  plot, 
To  rid  the  Realme  of  this  perniti^us  biot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  (peake  my  mind  heercin, 
You  fliall  not  onely  take  the  Sacrament 
To  bury  mine  intent*  butalfo  to  effed: 
What  euerl  fliall  happen  to  deuife: 
Ifeeyour  browes  are  full  of  difcoutent, 
Your  heart  of  forrow,  and  your  eies  of  tearest 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper>  He  lay  a  plot, 
SbdilhewvsalUm^rryday.  Eztunt* 

Enttr 
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Enter  Jtyeene,  with  her  attendants* 

gueene*  This  way  the  King  will  come,  this  is  the  w*y 
To  h^m  Ctfars  ill  eredied  Tower* 
To  whole  flint  bofome  my  condemned  Lord 
Is  doomdea  Prifoner  by  proud  Bullingbrookg. 
Heere  let  vs  reft^if  this  rebellious  earth 
Haue  any  reftmg  for  her  trueKings  Qneene* 

Enter  Rtc  hard* 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather,  do  not  fee, 
My  faire  Rofe  wither :  yet  looke  vp,  behold * 
That  you  in  pittiemay  dilfolue  to  deaw* 
And  wafti  him  frefh  againe  with  true  lone  teares. 
Ah  thou  the  mode  11  where  old  T *oy  did  ftand !. 
Thou  mappc  of  Honour,  thou  King  2^?W/toombe; 
And  not  King  Richard:  thou  moft  beauteous  Inne, 
Why  (houldhard  fauourd  griefe  be  lodged  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  Alehoufe  gueft  i 

Rich.  Ioyne  not  with  griefe,  faire  woman,  do  not  fo^ 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden.  learne  good  foule, 
To  thinke  our  former  (late  a  happy  dreame, 
From  which  awakt,  the  truth  of  what  we  are, 
Shcwes  vs  but  this :  I  amfworne  (brother  fweete ) 
To  grimme  NeceflTuie,and  he  and  I 
Will  keepeaieague  till  death.  Hie  thee  to  France, 
Andcloyfter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe : 
Our  holy  liues  muft  winne  anew  worlds  Crowne, 
Which  our  prophane  houres  here,  haue  thrown  downe. 

gueene.  What  is  my  Richardboth  in  fhape  and  mind, 
Transformdand  weakned  Jjaath  Bullwgbroeke 
Depofd  thine  intellect  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lyon  dying  thrufteth  foorth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  eMe,  with  rage,. 
To  be  o'repowerd;  and  wilt  thou  Pupil-like 
Take  thy  correftioa,  njildly  kilfe  the  rodde, 
And  fawne  on  Rage  with  bacc  humilities 
Which  art  a  Lyon,  and  a  King  of  beafts? 

King.  A  King  of  beafts  indeed?  if  aught  butbeaff* 
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I  had  been  ftHl  a  happy  king  of  men. 

Good  (fometime  Queene)  prepare  thee  hence  for  France, 

Thinke  I  am  dead,  and  that euen  heere  thou  takeft 

As  from  my  death-bed  my  laft  liuingleaue* 

In  winters  tedieus  nights  fit  by  the  tire 

With  good  old  folkes,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 

Of  woefull  ages  long  agoe  betide, 

And  ere  thou  bid  goodto  quite  theirgriefe, 

Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me, 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds: 

For  why,  the  fencelelfe  brands  will  fimpathy 

The  heauy  accent  of  thy  moouing  tongue, 

And  in  companion  weepe  the  fire  out  $ 

And  fome  wilimourne  in  alhes,fome  cole  blacke, 

For  the  depofmg  of  a  rightfull  King. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
North*  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Hullmzbrooks  is  changd, 
You  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  vnto  the  Tower. 
And  Madam,  there  is  order  taneforyou, 
With  allfwiftfceed  you  muft  away  to  France* 

King.  Northumberland)  thou  ladder  wherewithal! 
Themounti»gJ?W/^^^afcends  my  throne. 
The  time  fliallnot  be  many  houresof  age 
More  then  it  is,  ere  foule  finne  gathering  h  ead, 
Shall  breakeinto  corruption,  thou  (halt  thinke, 
Though  he  deuide  the  Realme,  and  giue  thee  halfe, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all; 
He  Hull  thinke,  that  thou  which  knowft  the  way 
To  plant  vnrightfull  Kings,  will  know  againe, 
Bcei  ng  nerc  fo  little  vrgdanothe  r  way, 
To  plucke  him  headlong  fiom  the  vfurped  throne, 
The  loue  of  wicked  men  conuerts  to  feare, 
That  feare,to  hate;  and  hate  turner  one  or  both 
To  worthy  danger  and  deferued  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end ; 
Take  leaue and  part,  for  you  muft  part  foorthwith. 
King.  Doubly  diuorc't,  (bad  men  j  you  violate 
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AtwpfoldmarIiage,betwixtmy  Crowneand  me, 
And  then  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  wife 
Letme  rnkifTe  the  oath  betwixt  thee  and  mc: 
And  yet  not  fo,  f  or  with  a  kule  t'was  made, 
Part  vs  Northumberland,!  towards  the  North, 
Whereftiuenng  cold  anrtfickcncOc  pines  the  clime: 
My  Wife  to  France,  from  whence  fetYoorth  in  pomne. 
Sbecame  idorned hither,  likefweeteMay,    P  P 
5entbackeIiKeHollowmas,orihortftofdayV 
£*e. f  Andmuftvyebedeuidedrmuftwe part? 
Kmg.  I,hand  from  handfmy  loue)and  hea«  from  heart 
jg*. .  Banifh  vs  both,  andfend  the  King  with  me. 
Kmg.  That  were  fome  loue,  but  little  policie. 

■  Thenwhitherhegoe^thitherletmegoe. 
Kmg.  Sotwo  togitherweep«ng,makeonewocj 
Weepe  for  mein  France,  I  forth?ehere, 
Better  farre  off  then  neerc  be  neare  theneere: 
Goecountthywaywithfighes,  Iminewithgroanes. 
£*een ;So  Iongeft  way 

Km.  Tw«feforoneftePIle,grone,thew^bcinX  t 
And  peecethe way outwith  aheauic  heart/  8 

Come,come,  in  wooing  forrow  lets  bebriefe, 

OnekiirelhallftoppeourmoutheS,anddouWy.™ 
Thus  g,ue  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart.  7  ^  ' 

rXiST  GlUen]eni>rQWnfiaga«nc>tvvereno5ood  part, 
TotakconmetokeepcandkiUthyheart,  ;  *  P  ■ 
So  now  I  hawe  mine  owne  againe,  be  gone, 

ThatlmayftnuetokiUitwichagroane. 

K»g.  WemakeVVoewantonwiththi.  fonddelav, 
Oncemore  adew  tl^eftlet  forrowfay.  SBS 

My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
Whenweepu,gmatjeyoubreaketheft  ^itherelt, 

7°7tW?x?u00r,ns  comm''ng'nto  London. 
Torkc,  Where  did  I  leaue  ? 

Atthatfa(J.ftopu1yLord, 

1  Where 


Where  rude  ihifgouernd  hands  from  windowes  tops* 

Threw  duftandrubbifli  on  King  Richardshtzd* 

Torke.  Then  ( as  If  aid)  the  Duke  ^^vBuBngbrcoke^ 
Mounted  vpoiiaboteand  fieri  e  ftcede, 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feemd  to  know 
With  flow,  but  (lately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe, 
While  all  tonguescride,  God  faue  the  Bullingbrooke^ 
You  would  haue  thought  the  very  Windowes  fpakc: 
So  many  greedy  lookes  of  young  and  old, 
ThrougbiG^e^ents  darted  their  defying  eyes 
Vpofc  his  v  ifage,  and  that  all  the  Walles, 
With  painted  imagery  had  fay  d  at  bnce> 
Iefu  preferue  the  welcdme  Bullmg&rookt, 
Whdft  he  from  the  one  fide  to  the  other  turnmg 
Bare-headed) lower  then  his  proud  Steeds  neckc 
Befpake  them  thus,  I  thanke  you  Countrymen ; 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  pad  along. 
Dm  Alacke  poore  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilft  ? 
Yurkg,  Asina  Theatetftba  eyes  of  men, 
Af&t^ell£raced  Ador  teatics  the  Stage, 
Are  idfely  benton him  that  -enters  next, 
Thinking  his  firattle to  bd  tedious  \ 
Euenfo,  or  with  much  more  contempt  mens  eyes 
Did  fcoule  on  gentle^r/;^,no  man  cried  God  faue  him§ 
No  ioy  full  tongue  g^ria  him  h  is  welcome  home, 
But  duft  was  >tlm>wdc#pon4iis  fac^d  head^ 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhooke  off* 
His  face  Hill  combating  with  teares  and  fmiles, 
The  badges  of  his  griefe  and  pakence^ 
That  had  not  God  fdribmcftrong  purpofefteeld- 
Jh^'Marts  of  men  j,  they  mull  ;perf  6rcfe  haue  riid  ted  $? 
And  Bar  bar  ifme  it  iclfeimi^pruiedhim: 
Buiheauenhath  ahand  in  thefe  eu'ents, 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  caime  contents^, 
To  Ttullingbrmkezxt  wcfwqrnc  fubicdnow, 
Whofe  ft  ate  and  honour  1  for'aye  allow. 
Qnt,  Hecrc  comes  my  loiineAuttierlc,  {8n$tr<tAfwi. 


Richard  the  Second. 
Tcrks-  Aumerlcthatwas, 
But  that  is  loft,for  being  Richards  ivkni: 
And  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  Paliament  pledge  for  his.  trueth 
And  lafting  f  ealtie  to  the  new  made  King, 

Z>*f.  Welcome  my  fonne,whoart  the  Violetsnow, 
1  hat  Itrew  the  greene  lappe  of  the  new-come  fprinfi. 

Am.  Madamlknownotnorlgreatlycarenot, 
God  knoweslhadas  liefe  be  none  as  one. 
Ttrk*.  Well,beare  you  well m  this  new  fpringof  time, 

I^ftyoubecroptbeforcyoucomritoprime. 
Wha^nwesfromotf^ 

sAnm.  For  aught.I  know  (mytord)  they  do. 

You  will  be  there  I  know.  - 
Aum.  IfGodpreuent  notlpurpofe  Co. 
^Whatfeale^ 

yea,lookftthoupalenetmereethewrittin&  7  ^ 
Attm.  My  Lord  tis  nothing.  ° 

I  vviU  be  ratifficd,  let  mee  fee  the  writting. 

Ido  befeechy^ur  Grace-to pardon  me, 

Which  for  forae  reafons  i  would  not  hauefeene. 

I  fSSl  S        f°raC reafon$Cfi0  Imeanetofec. 
iteare,lreare.  . 

Z)«f.  Whatlhouldyoufeare? 

1  is  nothing  but  fame  band  that  he  is  entredmto  > 

For  gay  apparreU  again**  the  triumph. 

That  he  is  bound  to  I  Wife,  thou  art  a  foole, 
i}oy,  Ietme  fee  the  writting.  ' 

r^.  l  wdlbefanffiedjktmefeeitjfayj  ;  ' 

Whatisthematter,my Lord > 
2V%,  Ho,whoiswithmri^^ 

1  *  God 


TbeTragedttfif 

God  for  his  mercy !  what  Trechery  is  heere  j 
Dh.  Wny,  what  is  it  my  Lord? 
York**  Giuememy  bootesl  fay^fadlcmy  horfe^ 
Now  by  mine  honour,  my  Life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  viilame. 
Dh.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Torke,  Peace  foUfh  woman. 
Bute.  1  will  not  peace,  what  is  the  matter  Anmerlel 

Aum.  Good  mother  be  content,  it  is  no  more 
Then  my  poorelifemuft  anfwere. 
Duch  Thy  life  aofwere  ?  ;  ■ 
Torke.  Bring  me  my  bootes,I  willvntotheKing. 

His  man  enters  mth  his  bootes. 
Dh.  Strike  him  Aumer/eipoove  boy  thou  art  amazd, 
Hence  villaiiie  neiier  «*ore come  in  my  light. 
Torke.  f  Giue  me  my  bootes  I  fay. 
Dh.  Why  Yorke,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  not  thou  hide  the  trefpalfe  of  thine  owne  ? 
Haue  we  more  fonnes?  or  are  wc  like  to  haue  ! 
Is  not  my /eeraing^aiie  drunke  vp  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  plucke  my  fairc Tonne  from  mine  age, 
And  robbe  me  of  a  happie  mothers  name  i 
IshenotliketheeJ  is  he  not  thine  owne? 

Torke.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceale  this  darke  confpiraciej 
A  doozen  of  them  hcere,  haue  tane  the  facrament  > 
And  interchangeably  fetdowne  their  bandsi 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford* 

Dh.  He Hiallbe none,  weelekeepe  him  hecre, 
Then  what  is  that  to  him? 

Tor.  Away  fond  woman,  were  he  twenty  times  my  fon, 
Iwouldappeach  him. 

Du.  Had  ft  thou  groand  for  him  as  I  haue  d  one, 
Thou  wouldft  be  more  pitifull : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind,  thou  doft  fufpcA 
That  1  haue  beene  d'floyall  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  *  baiWd,  not  thy  fonne d 

Sweetc 
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Sweete  Yorke,  fweete  husband  be  not  of  that  mincf, 
He  is  a^  i  ke  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  me  or  any  of  mykinne, 
Andyetllouehim. 

Torke.  Make  way  vnruly  woman.  Exit* 

Du.  After  Aumerle:  mount  thee  vpon  his  borfe, 
Spur,  poll,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King* 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
He  not  be  long  behind,  though  Ibe  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fall  as  Yorke, 
And  neuer  will  I  rife  vp  from  the  ground, 
Till  Bullingbrooke  haue  pardoned  thee^away^be  gone* 
Enter  the  King  with  his  Nobles* 

King  H.  Can  noman  tell  me  of  ray  vnthtiftic  fbnne  i 
Tis  full  three  months  fince  I  did  fe  him  laft ; 
If  any  plague  hang  ouer  vs^tis  hee5 
I  would  to  god  my  Lords,  he  might  be  found : 
I  nquire  at  London,  mongft  the  Tauernes  there* 
For  there  they  fay,  he  dayly  doth  frequent;, 
With  vnrcftrainedloofe  companions, 
Euenfuch  (they  fay)  as  ftand  in  narrow  lanes* 
And  beate  our  watch.and  robbe  our  pallenger^ 
Which  he  yong  wanton  and  effeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honor  to  fupport  fo  dillblute  acre\* 

H.  Per  My  Lord,  Fome  two  daies  fince  Ifaw  the  Pnncc 
An^  told  him ofthele  triumphs  held  at  Oxford* 

King*  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 

Percie.  Hisanfwete  was,  he  would  to  the  ftcwes, 
And  from  the  commoneft  creature  plucke&gloue, 
And  weare  it  as  afauour,and  with  that 
He  would  vnhorfe  theluftieft  Challenger. 

KingH.  AsdilTolute  as  defperate?  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparkles  of  better  hope,  which  elder  yeares 
May  hapily  bring  forth.  But  who  comes  heerc  I 
Enter  ^turner le  amazed. 

sAnm.  Where  is  theKing?  (fo  wildly  f 

King  H*  What  msanes  our  coofin  that  he  fturei  &  looks 

I  3  Aum* 
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Aim*  God  fauc  your  Grace*  I  do  befecch  your  Maiefty  , 
To  haue  Come  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 

King.  Withdraw  your  felues,andleaue  vs  here  alone; 
Wh$t  is  the  matter  with  our  Coolinnow  ? 

Akmt  For  eucr  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth; 
My  tongue  cleaue  to  my  roofe  within  my  mouth, 
Vnlelle  a  pardon  ere  1  rife  or  fpcake. 

King.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  I 
If  on  thefirft,  how  hainous  ere  it  be, 
To  winne  thy  after  loue,  1  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  giue  me  leaue  that  I  may  turnc  the  Key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  talc  be  done. 

King.  Haue  thy  defire. 

The  Duke  &f  Ttrke  knock*  at  the  doore  and  cryeth* 

Torke%  My  Liege  beware,  looke  to  thy  felfe, 
Thou  haft  a  Traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

King.  Villaine,  ile make  thee  fafe* 
Ah*  Stay  thy  reuengefull  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fearc 

Torke.  Open  the  doore,  fecure  foole,  hardy  King: 
Shall  I  for  loue  fpeakc  trealbn  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  tbedooreyor  I  will  breakc  it  open* 
King.  What  is  the  matter  vnekle,  fpeake,  recouer  breath, 
TeU  ?s,  how  neere  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arme  Vs  to  encounter  it ! 

Torke,  Perule  this  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know, 
The  treafon  that  my  haft  forbids  me  fhow. 

Ah.  Remember  asthou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft» 
I  doe  repcnt  nie,  readenot  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

York?.  It  was  (Villaine)  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  downe; 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitors  bofome  (King) 
Teare, and  nos  loue,  begets  his  penitence : 
Forgetto  pitty  him,left  thy  pitty  prooue 
A  ferpent,  that  will  ftingthce  to  thee  heart* 

King.  Oheynous^  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiraciei 
OloyaU  father  of  a  treacherous  fonne  i 
Thou  iheercitnmaculate  and  filuer  Fountaine, 

From 
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From  whence  this  ftreame  through  muddie  paflfages 
Hath  hald  his  current,  and  defilde  himfelfe; 
Thy  ouerflow  of  good  conuerts  to  bad, 
And  thy  aboundant  goodnetfe  (hall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digrefsing  fonne.. 

Torke.  So  (hall  my  Vertue,  be  his  Vices  baudc, 
And  he  (hall  (bend  mine  honor*  with  hisfhame, 
As  thrirtles  Sonnes,  their  fci  aping  Fathers  Gold ; 
Mine  honour  hues  when  his  difhonour  dies, 
Or  my  fhamdelife  in  his  dilhonor  lies ; 
Thou  killt  me  in  his  life  giuing him  breath, 
The  traitor  liues,  the  true  man's  put  to  death* 

Dutch.  What  ho,  my  Liege  for  Gods  fake  iet  mc  in# 

King.  What  (hrill  voye'd  /uppliant  makes  this  eger  cry? 

Bute.  A  woman,  and  thy  Aunt  (great  King)  tisl> 
Speakewith  me,pittieme,open  thedooce*. 
A  Begger  begs,  that  neuer  begd  before. 

King.  Out&enc  is  altered  from  a  feriotf$  things, 
And  now  changde  to  the  Beggar  and  < the.  King ; 
My  dangerous  Goofin,  let  your  Mother  in, 
X  know  (he  is  come,  to  pray  for  yourfoule  iliine* 

Torke.  If  thou  do  pardon  whofoeuer  pray, 
More  hnnes  for  this  forgiudncs,  profper  may  § 
This  feft red  ioynt  cut  off,  thereft  reft  found , 
This  let  alobc^  will  all  the  reft  confound,  ; 

But.  Oh  King,  bcleeufi  not  this  hardrharted  x&ui  % 
Louelouing  notitfclfe,  none  othercan, 
Torke.  Thou  franticke  woman,what  doftfhou  makfehere! i 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traytor  reare? 

Dm.  Sweete  Yorke  bepattcnt;  heare  me  gentle  Li$g£:3 

K4»g  H.  Rife  vp  goo  J  Aunt. 

&ut.  Notyetltheebefeech, 
Eor  euervvilll  walke  vpon  my  knees, 
And  neuer  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
Till  thou  giue  ioy  vntiil  thou  bid  me ioy, 
By  pardomngRxitland,my  tranfgreffing  boy. . 

Ynto  my  mothers  praiers  I  bend  *ny  knee; 
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Yorks*  Againft  them  both  my  true  ioyrcts  bended  be, 
111  may  ft  thou  thriue  if  thou  graunt  any  grace. 

Dutc.  Pleader  he  in  earnelt  i  lookevponhis  face: 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  teares,  his  prayers  are  in  ieft, 
His  words  do  come  f  rom  his  mouth?  ours  from  our  bread: 
Heprayes  but  faintly*  and  would  bedenide, 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foule,  and  all  befide; 
His  weary  ioynts  would  gladly  rife  I  know, 
Ourkneesftillkneeletillto  the  ground  they  grow ; 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hy  pocry fie, 
Ours  of  true  zeale  and  deepe  integntie : 
Our  prayers  doe  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  haue 
That  mercy  which  true  prayer  ought  to  haue* 

King.  GoodAuntftandvp* 

Dutc*  Nay,doe  not  fay,  ftand  vpj 
Say  pardon  firft,  and  afterwards  ftand  vp, 
And  if  I  were  thy  nurfe  thy  tongue  to  teach* 
Pardon  fliould  bethefirft  word  of  thy  fpeach: 
I  n  euer Jongd  to  heare  a  word  till  now,  £ 
Say  pardon  King,  let  pittie  teach  the  how: 
The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fwectej 
No  word  like  Pardon  for  Kings  mouthe  s  fo  meete. 

Torkf.  Speake  it  in  French,  Kingfay,  Tardonnemcy. 

Dutc.DoR  thou  teach  pardon?  pardon  to  deftroy; 
Ah  my  fowre  Husband,  my  hard  hearted  Lord! 
That  fets  the  word  it  felfe  againft  the  word  $ 
Speake  pardon  as  tis  currant  m  our  Land, 
The  chopping  Freneh  we  d  o  not  vnder  ft  and : 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeake,  fet  thy  tongue  there, 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,plant  thou  thine  eare, 
That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  doc  pierce, 
Pittie  may  mooue  thee  pardon  ro  rehear(c# 

KingH.  Good  Aunt  ftand  vp. 

Dutch.  Idoenotfuetoftandj 
Pardon  is  all  the  fute  I  haue  in  hand. 

King,  I  pardon  him  as  God  (hall  pardon  me. 

DHtc.Q  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee* 
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Yet  ana  I  ficke  for  feare,  fpeakc  it  againe  $ 
Twice  faying  Pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twaine. 
But  makes  one  Pardon  ftrong, 

K*»g*  I  pardon  him  with  allmy  heart. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thou  art. 

King*  But  for  our  truftic  br orher  in  law  and  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  thatconforted  crew, 
Deftrudion  ftrait  fliall  dog  them  at  the  heelcs, 
Good  Vnckle,  helpe  to  order  feuerall  powers 
To  Oxford>  or  where  ere  thefe  traitours  are, 
They  fhall  net  liue  within  this  world  I  fweare, 
But  I  will  haue  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Vnckle  farewell,  and  coofin  adue, 
Your  mother  well  hath  prayed,  and  prooue  you  true. 

Dutc.  Come  my  old  fonne,  I  pray  God  make  thee  new. 
Exeunt*  Manet  Sir  Pierce  Ext  on ^c* 

ExtonJDidd  thou  not  marke  the  K .  what  words  he  (pake 
Haue  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  liuing  feare  i 
Was  it  not  fo? 

Man.  Thefe  were  his  very  words* 

Exton.  Haue  I  no  friend  quoth  he  ?  he  (pake  it  twice, 
And  vrgde  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  I 

Man.  He  did* 

Exton*  And  (peaking  itjhewiftlylookt  on  nw, 
As  who  (liould  lay,  I  would  thou  wert  the  man, 
That  would  diuorce  this  terrour  from  my  heart, 
MeaningtheKingat?^^.  Come, lets  go, 
I  am  the  Kings  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  Exeunt* 


TZ&h*  I  haue  been  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  Prifon  where!  liue,  vnto the  world; 
Andfor  becatifethe  world  is  populous, 
And  heere  is  not  a  creature  but  my  felfe, 
I  can  not  do  it :  yet  He  hammer  it  out : 


Enter  Richard  alone. 


And 
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And  thefc  faime  thoughts  people  this  little  world, 

In  humours  like  the  people  of  this  world : 

For  no  thought  is  contented ;  the  better  fort, 

As  thoughts  of  things  diuineareintermixt 

Withfcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  is  felfe 

Againft  thy  word,  as  thus:  Gome  little  ones,&  then  againe 

It  is  as  hard  to  come  as  for  a  Cammell 

To  thread  the  fmall  pofterne  of  a  fmall  needles  eye : 

T  houghts  tend ing  to  ambition  they  doe  plot 

Vnlikelie  wonders :  how  thefe  vain  eweake  nay  les 

May  teare  apalfagethorow  the  Flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walles : 

And  for  they  cannot  die  in  their  owne  pride, 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfclues, 

That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  Fortunes  llaues, 

Nor  ihall  not  be  the  laft,  like  feely  beggars  5 

Whofittingin  theStockes,refnuge  their  ihame, 

That  many  hauc,  and  others  mult  fit  there, 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  owne  misfortunes  on  the  backe 

Of  fuch  as  haue  before  jndurde  thelike# 

Thus  play  I  in  one  Prifon  many  people, 

And  none  contented  $  fometimes  am  I  a  King, 

Then  Treafons  make  me  wifh  my  felfe  a  Begger, 

And  fo  I  am :  thencrufhingPenurie 

Perfwades  me  I  was  better  when  a  King  ; 

Then  am  I  aKing  againe,  and  by  and  by, 

Thinke  that  lam  vnkingd  by  BHlltn^breokey 

And  ftraight  aw  nothing.  But  what  ere  I  be, 

Nor  I,  norany  man,that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing, (hall  be  pleafde,till  he  be  eafde 

With  being  nothing  Muficke  do  I  hcare  $  ^Muftcksflak*. 

Ha,ha,  keepetime  $  how  fowrefweeteMuficke  is 

When  Time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept, 

So  is  it  in  the  muGcke  of  mens  hues : 

And  hecre  haue  I  the  daintincirc  of  care 

Tq  checke  Time  broke  in  difordercd  firing: 
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But  for  the  concord  of  my  ttate  and  time, 
had  not  an  eareto  heare  my  true  time  broke: 
I  waited  Time,  and  now  doth  timewaftcme : 
For  now  hath  time  made  his  numbring  clocke  j 
My  thoughts  are  minutes,  and  with  fighes  they  iarre, 
There  watches  on  v  nto  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch* 
Whereto  my  finger  like  a  Dial*  point, 
Is  pointing  fhli,  in  cleanfing  them  from  teares. 
Now  fir,  the  found  that  tels  what  howre  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groanes,  which  ftrikc  vpon  my  heart, 
Which  is  the  Bell:  fo  fighes,  and  Teares,and  Groancsj, 
Shew  Minutes,  Times,  and  Hourcs:  but  my  Time 
Runnes  porting  on  in  BnBngbrooks  proud  ioy, 
While  I  ftand  tooling  hecre  his  iacke  of  the  clocke; 
This  Muficke  maddes  me,  let  it  found  no  more, 
For  though  it  hath  holp  maddemcnto  their  wits* 
In  me  itfeemes  it  will  make  wife  menmaddc. 
Yet  bleffing  on  his  heart  that  giues  it  me, 
For  t'is  a  figne  of  louc :  and  louc  to  Richard, 
Is  a  ftrange  brooch  in  this  al-hating  world* 
Enter  a  Groome  of  the  Stable* 

Groome.  Haile  royall  Prince. 

Rich.  Thanks  noble  Peere: 
Thecheapeft  ofvs  is  ten  groats  too  dcare. 
What  art  thou?  and  howcommeft  thou  hither. 
Where  no  man  euercomcs  but  that  fad  Doggc, 
Tbat  brings  me  foode  to  make  misfortune  liuc  i 

Groome  m  I  was  a  poore  Groome  of  thy  ftable,  King* 
When  thou  wert  King :  who  trauefling  towards  Yorke, 
With  much  adoe  ( at  length  )  hauc  gotten  leau  e 
To  iooke  vpon  my  fomctimes  royall  maifters  face  i 
Oh  how  it  ernd  my  heart,  when  1  beheld 
In  London  Greets  that  Coronation  day, 
When  Bullingbroeke  rode  on  Roane  Barbarie, 
That  Horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftnde, 
That  Horfe,  that  f  fo  carefully  haue  dreft. 

Bich.  Rodehe  on  Barbaric,  tell  me  gentle  friend; 

K  z  How 


ThtTragtdietf 

How  u  cnt  he  vnder  him  ? 
Groome.  So  proudlie,  as  if  he  difdaind  the  ground. 
Rich.  So  proud  that  BuUrngbrookevizs  on  hisbacke: 
That  lade  hath  eate  bread  from  my  Royal!  hand  -y 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clappipg  him ; 
Wouldhc  not  Humble  ?  would  he  not  fall  downe  i 
Since  pride  muft  haue  a  fall) and  breakc  the  necke 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  vfurpe  his  backe  t 
Forgiueneife  Horfe,  why  do  I  rayie  on  thee  i 
Since  thou  created  to  be  awde  by  man, 
Waft  borne  to  beare,  I  was  not  made  a  Horle, 
And  yet  I  beare  a  burthen  like  an  Arte, 
Spurde,  galde,  and  ty rde  by  iauncing  TSHllingkooke. } 
Keeper.  Fellow  giue  place,  heere  is  no  longer  (lay. 
Rich.  If  thou  loue  me,  tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groo*  What  my  tongue  dares  not,that  my  heart  fhall  fayt 

Exit  Groome.   Enter  one  to  Richard  with  meat* 
Keeper.  My  Lord>  wilt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  i 
Rich.  Taft  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 
Keeper.  My  Lord  I  dare  not,  fir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  lately  came  from  the  Kin  g,  commands  the  contrary 

Rich.  The  Deu  ill  take  Henry  of  Lancafter  and  thee ; 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  wearie  nf  it. 
Keeper.  Helpe,helpe,helpe«  , 

The  murderers  rujh  in* 
Rich.  How  now,what  meanes  Death  in  this  rudeallault? 
Villaine  thine  owne  hand  yeilds  thy  deaths  inllrumentj 
Goe  thou  and  611  another  roome  in  Hell. 

Heere  Ext  on  firikes  him  downe. 
Rich,  That  hand  fliallburne  in  neuer-quenchingfire^ 
That  daggers  thus  my  perfon :  Exton}  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  Kings  blood  ftaind  the  kings  owne  land  t 
Mount,  mount  my  foule,  thy  feate  is  vp  on  hie, 
Whilft  my  groile  fleih  finkes  downeward  heere  to  die. 

Exton.  As  foil  of  valour,  as  of  Royall  blood : 
Both  haue  I  fpild  $  Oh  would  the  deed  were  good  I 
for  now  the  Deuiil  that  told  me  I  did  well* 

Saycs 


Sayes  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  Hell : 

Tins  dead  King  to  the  liuingKing  ile  beare, 

Take  hence  the  reft>&  giuethem  buriall  heere.  Exit* 

Enter  Bullingbrookg  with  the  Duke  of  Yorkg* 
King.  Kind  Vnckle  lorke^thelateftnewes  weheare* 
Is,  that  the  Rebels  haue  contained  with  fire 
Our  towne  Giceter  in  Gloceftcrfhire  : 
But  whether  they  be  tane  or  flaine*  we  hearenott 
Welcome  my  Lord,  what  is  the  newes? 
Enter  Northumberland* 

North.  Firft,  to  thy  facred  ftate  wifh  I  all  happineffe % 
The  next  newes  is,  lhaue  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Oxford,  Salisburie,  and  Kent  t 
The  manner  of  their  takinginay  appeare 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  heere. 

King.  We  thanke  thee  gentle  Pcrcie  for  thy  paines. 
And  to  thy  worth  will  adde  right  worthy  gaines# 
Enter  Lord  Fit  waters* 

Titz*  My  Lord,  I  haue  from  Oxford  fent  to  London* 
The  heads  of  Broccas,  and  fir  Benet  Secly  5 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  Traytors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  direouerthrow. 

King.  Thy  paines  Fitz :  fhall  not  be  forgot* 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit  well  I  wot* 
Enter  HenriePercie. 

Per.  The  graundconfpirator  Abbot  of  Weftminfter* 
With  clogge  of  confciencc  and  fowre  melancholies 
Hath  y  eelded  vp  his  body  to  the  Grauej 
But  here  is  dr/W/liuing,  to  abicfe 
Thy  Kingly  doome,  and  fentence  of  his  pride* 

King,  forfeit,  this  is  your  doome, 
Choofe  out  fome  feeret  place,  fome  reuerend  roon^g 
More  then  thou  haft,  and  with  it  ioy  thy  life* 
So  as  thouliu'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife; 
For  though  mine  enemie  thou  haft  euer  been, 
High  fparkes  of  Honour  in  thee  haue  I  feene. 

K  3  Enter 


wl  be  llr*gedtf  if 


Enter  Exton  with  the  Coffin. 

Exton.  Great  King,  within  this  Coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  buried  feare :  iieereia  ail  breathletrelies 
The  mightieft  ot  thy  grcatell  enemies, 
Rtcbardof  Burdeaux^  by  me  hither  brought. 

King.  Extonx  1  thanke  thee  not,  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deecie  of  daughter  with  thy  fatall  hafld, 
Vpon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  owne  mouth  (my  Lo.)  did  I  this  deed 

King.  They  loue  not  poyfon,  that  do  poyfoa  need* 
Nor  doe  I  thee,  though  I  did  wilh  him  dead} 
I  hate  the  murtherer,  loue  him  murthered; 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  Princelie  fanour : 
With  Caine  go  wander  through  the  fhadc  of  night, 
And  neuer  (hew  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  (bale  is  full  of  woe# 
That  blood  ihouldfprinckle  me  to  makeme  growr 
Come  mourne  with  me,  for  what  I  doelamenr, 
And  put  on  Allien  blacke  incontinent; 
He  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  land, 
To  walh  this  blood  off  from  my  guiltiehand* 
Marchfadly  after,grace  my  mournings  hecre. 
In  weeping  after  this  vntimdy  Beere. 


FINIS. 


